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CHAPTER  I. 


Burrell  Chick  had  come  up  to  the  Hog's  Back  to  write 
his  Sunday  sermon.  He  knew  it  would  be  quiet  there  and 
the  ordeal  of  preparing  that  weekly  oration  certainly  called 
for  peace  and  solitude.  He  was  a  good  speaker,  but  his 
knowledge  of  the  Bible  was  limited.  However,  he  was 
preaching  for  money  and  it  was  his  belief  that  he  should 
give  the  members  of  his  congregation  their  money's  worth. 

Funny  how  things  had  turned  out!  When  he  started  to 
be  a  medical  student,  Burrell  had  never  dreamed  that  he 
would  one  day  be  preaching  in  this  rural  community.  But 
theological  students  were  scarce  and  every  year  the  church 
dignitaries  in  Winnipeg  applied  for  help  from  the  medical 
and  law  schools  to  supply  the  country  charges.  Burrell 
had  won  several  debates — had  spoken  before  his  professors 
with  conviction  and  authority,  and  so  he  had  been  recom- 
mended for  this  summer  work.  It  was  pleasant  enough 
and  the  money  would  see  him  through  his  next  year's 
study,  but  the  preparation  of  the  sermons  was  becoming 
more  and  more  difficult. 

Burrell  was  a  little  man  and  not  too  good-looking,  but 
there  was  a  suggestion  of  hidden  strength  in  his  short, 
stocky  figure.  "Distinguished-looking"  they  would  call 
him  later  in  life,  but  now  his  unruly  red  hair  and  the 
freckles  that  covered  his  nose  and  forehead,  were  hardly 
calculated  to  make  him  a  favorite  with  the  girls  at  college. 

He  tied  his  horse  down  in  the  valley  where  it  might 
graze  contentedly  and  climbed  to  the  top  of  the  Hog's 
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Back.  It  was  easy  to  understand  how  the  place  had  gotten 
its  name.  The  long,  narrow  hill  had  a  footpath  at  the  top 
where  there  was  just  room  enough  for  one  person  on  foot 
or  a  rider  on  horseback  to  pass  over.  It  widened  out  a 
little  toward  the  center  and  there  were  a  couple  of  old 
stumps  along  each  side  which  helped  to  create  the  illusion 
of  the  animal's  body. 

Burrell  seated  himself  beside  one  of  the  stumps  and 
drew  out  paper  and  his  Bible.  Strange  how  little  all  this 
meant  to  him — he  felt  that  studying  the  holy  word  with 
such  concentration  should  have  left  a  mark,  should  have 
changed  him  somehow.  He  was  a  little  ashamed  that  it 
hadn't!  Now  he  felt  only  peace  and  drowsiness, — the  lazy, 
humming  noises  of  the  warm  summer  afternoon  lulled  him 
and  presently  he  dozed  off. 

It  must  have  been  the  sound  of  horse's  hoofs  that 
awakened  him  with  a  start,  and  it  was  a  few  moments 
before  his  eyes  could  contain  the  picture  that  had  suddenly 
appeared  before  him.  A  girl  on  a  chestnut  horse  was 
poised  against  the  brilliant  blue  of  the  afternoon  sky. 
Motionless  they  stood  there,  as  if  carved  by  an  unseen 
hand.  The  girl  was  very  erect  and  seemed  to  be  drinking 
in  all  the  beauty  of  the  surrounding  country.  Her  thoughts 
seemed  to  be  very  far  away,  and  Burrell,  rising  on  one 
elbow  to  see  her  better,  found  himself  scarcely  breathing 
for  fear  of  frightening  her  away. 

She  was,  he  judged,  about  eighteen  years  old,  and 
glowing  with  health  and  beauty.  Her  brown  hair  waved 
about  a  face  still  childishly  full;  her  nose  turned  up 
impishly  and  though  her  mouth  was  a  little  too  large,  the 
lips  were  as  red  as  wild  cranberries.  Her  big  black  eyes 
looked  like  deep  pools  of  .water  and  her  fair  complexion 
was  unharmed  by  the  sun.  Altogether  it  was  a  face  that 
in  escaping  perfection  of  features,  attained  an  unusual 
beauty  that  left  the  beholder  breathless.  There  was  about 
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her  a  suggestion  of  wildness,  of  leashed  vitality,  as  if  on 
the  instant  she  would  leap  into  motion  and  disappear. 

Burrell,  still  half -hypnotized,  moved  his  foot  and  a 
stone  went  scudding  down  the  slope.  Like  a  startled  deer, 
the  girl  turned  and  as  he  rose  to  his  feet  for  one  timeless 
moment  his  glance  held  hers.  Then,  before  he  could  speak, 
she  was  racing  her  horse  over  the  Hog's  Back,  down  the 
hill,  along  the  river  path  until  she  was  completely  lost 
to  view. 

Burrell  sank  back  down  beside  the  stump,  but  he  knew 
that  this  was  the  end  of  his  sermon  for  the  day.  His 
thoughts  were  entirely  scattered  now.  Who  was  this  girl? 
Why  had  he  never  seen  her  before?  He  had  taken  over  the 
little  church  in  June  and  it  was  now  well  on  into  August. 
He  thought  everyone  in  the  community  had  been  in  church. 
There  was  not  much  to  do  on  Sunday  in  the  country  and 
everyone  went  to  church — not  as  any  special  honor  to 
the  minister  but  because  it  was  a  place  to  congregate  and 
from  which  to  disperse  later  to  the  different  homes  for 
Sunday  dinner. 

Surely  if  she  had  ever  been  in  church  he  would  have 
seen1  her.  With  the  men  seated  on  one  side  and  the 
women  on  the  other  it  would  have  been  impossible  to  miss 
her.  Why  was  she  not  in  his  choir?  A  girl  who  looked 
like  that  should  be  able  to  sing.  What  an  addition  she 
would  be  to  that  organization,  though  perhaps  he  would 
rather  have  her  seated  in  front  of  him  where  he  might  look 
at  her.  But  then  he  would  not  be  able  to  keep  his  mind 
on  his  sermon !  No,  the  choir  would  be  better.  He  thought 
of  how  difficult  it  had  been  to  persuade  people  to  come 
to  the  choir.  The  organist  could  not  play  one  hymn 
through  without  getting  off  key  several  times,  and  the 
going  had  been  rather  rough  for  some  weeks  until  a  small 
semblance  of  harmony  had  finally  begun  to  show  itself. 
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Now  the  voices  were  quite  satisfying  to  the  community,  if 
not  to  the  minister. 

Burrell  knew  that  he  would  never  rest  until  he  found 
out  who  the  girl  was!  But  how?  These  people  resented 
undue  questioning  by  a  stranger.  Ah,  he  had  it!  He  would 
call  on  Mrs.  Masters.  If  anyone  would  know  who  the  girl 
was,  it  would  be  Lenna  Masters.  She  was  the  newsiest 
person  in  the  community!  What  luck  that  she  lived  so 
close.  The  girl  in  her  flight  had  surely  passed  directly  in 
front  of  the  Masters'  house  to  get  out  to  the  main  road. 
He  would  stop  by  on  his  way  home  and  try  to  coax  the 
information  he  wanted  out  of  Mrs.  Masters  without  her 
ever  suspecting  his  interest  in  the  girl.  Of  course  he  would 
have  to  stay  for  supper  and  that  would  be  an  ordeal.  He 
had  eaten  there  before  and  the  food  had  tasted  like  boiled 
dish  cloths. 

Acting  on  the  impulse,  he  went  quickly  down  the  hill 
and  mounted  his  horse,  spurted  him  to  a  gallop  and  was 
soon  in  front  of  the  Masters'  home. 

Mrs.  Masters  was  coming  in  from  the  barn,  her  dirty 
apron  gathered  up  at  the  front  and  filled  with  eggs.  Her 
hair  straggled  down  over  her  forehead,  forming  a  kind 
of  forelock,  and  her  lips  parted  in  a  grin,  showing  her  two 
remaining  teeth. 

"Hi,  Parson!"  Mrs.  Masters  called  in  a  high,  cracked 
voice.  "Glad  to  see  you.  Hank  won't  be  in  for  an  hour 
yet,  but  just  come  on  in  and  make  yourself  at  home." 

They  went  into  the  house,  and  Burrell,  who  had  sur- 
prised a  bed-bug  crawling  up  his  pant's  leg  during  his 
last  call,  hopefully  chose  a  plain,  straight  chair.  But  Lenna 
Masters,  exuding  hospitality,  would  have  none  of  that  for 
the  parson! 

"Oh,  no,  Mr.  Chick,  you  had  better  sit  on  the  divan!" 
she  insisted.  The  divan  was  an  old  Toronto  couch,  covered 
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with  a  feather  tick.  Burrell  shuddered  but  resignedly  took 
his  seat  upon  it,  still  resolved  to  obtain  the  information 
he  had  come  for  at  whatever  cost. 

It  was  hard  to  get  in  a  word  edge-ways  at  the  Masters' 
and  Burrell  knew  he  must  work  fast.  Once  Hank  arrived 
he  would  have  to  spend  the  remainder  of  his  stay  listening 
to  the  story  of  his  host's  indigestion  and  lumbago.  They 
talked  about  the  conditions  in  the  community  in  general 
and  finally  Burrell  remarked  quite  casually,  "Mrs.  Masters, 
do  you  think  every  one  turned  out  to  church  this  summer?" 

"Oh,  yes,  Parson,"  she  answered,  "except  them  ding- 
busted  Mattson  boys  and  their  no-good  sister!  But  they 
never  did  go  to  church!" 

"The  Mattson  boys?  I  don't  believe  I  know  who  they 
are." 

"Well,  they  sure  are  bad  enough,  but  that  there  girl 
is  the  limit!" 

Here  it  was,  he  thought  excitedly.  If  he  could  only 
keep  her  mind  on  the  subject  long  enough,  he'd  get  what 
he  came  for. 

"Where  do  they  live?" 

"Up  on  the  ridge,"  she  answered,  attacking  the  subject 
with  relish.  "It's  the  biggest  house  along  that  road.  Sort 
of  sits  way  back  behind  a  clump  of  bushes  that  almost 
hides  it  from  the  road.  Only  house  in  the  district  with 
any  paint  on." 

Burrell  remembered  passing  the  house  and  wondering 
about  the  prosperous  looking  place. 

"I've  seen  it,"  he  said.  "Looks  like  they  might  have 
money  up  there!" 

Mrs.  Masters  snorted  disdainfully.  "Sure  they  have! 
They  make  home-brew  by  the  gallon  and  Merry  Mattson 
peddles  it  up  north  of  Broken  Pipe  Lake  to  the  Galicians. 
The  Northwest  Mounted  have  been  after  them  for  months 
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but  they  can't  seem  to  get  nothin'  on  them.  That  there 
Merry  just  ain't  no  good!  She  looks  at  everybody  with 
them  big  eyes  of  hers  and  they  just  wilt.  She  sure  puts 
it  over.  Passed  here  this  afternoon,  she  did.  Up  to  some 
mischief,  I  suppose.  Goes  by  here  pretty  often  lately — 
can't  imagine  what  she  does  over  this  way.  I've  heard  tell 
that  she  and  that  there  Galician  school  teacher  up  at 
Streevel  carry  on  something  fierce.  I  ain't  never  seen  them 
together  but  then  I  never  was  no  hand  to  mingle  with  the 
Galicians.  Just  goes  to  show  what  kind  of  sort  she  is! 
No  decent  white  girl  goes  about  with  those  heathens!" 

So — that  was  it!  The  news  he  had  so  wanted  to  hear 
rolled  out  of  Mrs.  Masters'  mouth  like  oats  coming  out 
of  the  spout  of  a  threshing  machine.  On  and  on  she 
rambled  and  finally,  having  obtained  the  information  he 
sought,  Burrell  changed  the  subject,  but  his  mind  continued 
to  be  absorbed  by  it. 

Hank  came  in,  grumbled  about  his  ailments,  and  sup- 
per appeared  on  the  table.  It  tasted  no  better  than  usual 
and  soon  dusk  began  to  fall.  That  was  as  good  an  excuse 
as  any  to  get  home  before  it  grew  too  late.  But  it  was 
almost  dark  by  the  time  he  managed  to  get  away. 

Riding  along  as  darkness  settled,  Burrell  noticed  the 
light  at  the  end  of  the  road.  It  looked  like  a  car  coming 
at  a  great  distance.  Strange  about  that  light.  He  had  seen 
it  in  exactly  the  same  place  before  on  the  road.  He  had 
waited  for  a  car  to  get  closer  but  it  had  never  come.  There 
wasn't  any  house  there  that  he  knew  of.  He  rode  along, 
watching  the  queer,  greenish-blue  reflection  and  wondering 
about  it.  He  must  remember  to  ask  somebody  about  it. 
It  seemed  to  be  et  the  end  of  the  trail,  but  he  knew  there 
was  nothing  there  except  a  swamp.  The  ridge  road  crossed 
at  the  termination,  but  a  car  on  the  ridge  would  flash  by 
and  be  gone.  Something  funny  about  that  light! 
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It  passed  from  his  view  and  his  thoughts  went  back 
to  the  girl  on  the  horse.  A  girl  like  that  peddling  brew 
to  the  Galicians!  He  should  have  been  disappointed  in 
her,  but  Burrell  knew  it  didn't  matter  to  him  what  she  did. 
In  that  one  startling  glimpse  he  had  had  of  her  eyes,  he 
had  realized  that  he  must  know  her  better — that  Merry 
Mattson  must  come  to  mean  something — perhaps  a  very 
great  deal — in  his  life. 
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CHAPTER  II. 


Harry  Mattson  was  waiting  for  Merry  in  the  big,  oak- 
beamed  living  room  of  the  house  on  the  ridge.  All  after- 
loon  he  had  been  expecting  her  to  come  in,  to  say  she  was 
ready  to  make  the  delivery  of  brew  for  the  Gerbinski  wed- 
ding. The  stick  in  his  hand  trembled  under  his  anger  as 
he  whittled  a  neat  pile  of  chips  on  the  hearth.  By  God, 
he'd  show  that  young  lady  who  was  boss  around  here! 
He'd  let  her  know  she  couldn't  go  dashing  off  like  that, 
associating  with  low  Galician  school-teachers,  when  there 
was  work  for  her  to  do  at  home! 

Harry  was  big  and  raw-boned,  his  hair  brown  and 
wavy.  His  stern  mouth  was  seldom  broken  by  a  smile,  his 
flesh  as  hard  and  brown  as  hazel  nuts.  His  huge  hands 
showed  that  he  did  the  greater  share  of  work  about  the 
place.  Hard,  implacable  he  was,  yet  he  loved  Merry  with 
a  tender  devotion  which  she  knew  and  often  took  advan- 
tage of.  For  though  Harry's  words  were  often  harsh  and 
vindictive,  he  rarely  put  them  into  action,  especially  where 
Merry  was  concerned. 

Merry  was  the  only  one  who  dared  peddle  the  home 
brew  now.  Constable  Connoley  was  watching  them  pretty 
closely  and  there  was  not  any  use  taking  unnecessary 
chances.  But  ever  since  John  Fietarobitz  had  started  teach- 
ing at  Sifton,  Merry  had  been  different.  Curses  on  that 
bohunk  anyway!  Who  in  hell  did  he  think  he  was?  Just 
because  he  had  acquired  a  little  education  he  thought  he 
could  mingle  with  good  Canadians!  Every  time  Harry 
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spoke  to  Merry  about  it  though,  she  said  simply,  "Why 
should  you  kick?  You  make  plent  of  money  off  the 
Galicians,  don't  you?" 

Gerald,  his  brother,  came  in  throwing  his  hat  with 
telling  accuracy  onto  a  chair  post.  He  was  exactly  Harry's 
opposite,  both  in  looks  and  temperament.  Gerald  was  a 
tall,  slim  man  with  dreamy  blue  eyes  and  a  sensitive,  al- 
most girlish  mouth.  He  seldom  swore  and  seldom  lost  his 
temper.  He  was  only  a  year  younger  than  Harry,  but 
usually  took  his  brother's  word  as  law.  Now  he  looked 
worried,  scarcely  grunting  a  reply  to  Harry's  greeting. 
All  afternoon  he  had  been  thinking  seriously  and  had 
made  up  his  mind  to  try  and  make  his  brother  see  his  point 
of  view. 

He  strode  nervously  about  the  room,  chewing  on  a  pipe 
without  lighting  it,  picking  up  an  object  here  and  there, 
only  to  replace  it.  Finally  Harry  cried  in  exasperation, 
"Well,  what's  on  your  mind,  Gerald?  You're  acting  like 
a  wet  hen  on  a  hot  griddle!  For  God's  sake,  sit  down  and 
quit  jumping  about  like  that!" 

At  this  Gerald  came  to  a  halt  in  front  of  Harry.  "I'm 
tired  of  this  business,  Harry!"  he  blurted  out.  "Why  can't 
we  be  satisfied  and  get  away  from  here?" 

Harry  looked  up  in  surprise.  "Get  away  from  here?" 
You  must  be  crazy!  Leave  this  house — our  business?" 

"Yes!  We've  got  plenty  of  money  to  go  away  and  get 
into  some  decent,  legitimate  business — or  stock  a  farm 
and  work  it.  I  don't  want  to  spend  my  whole  life  bottling 
home  brew!  We're  going  to  get  caught  too,  one  of  these 
days,  and  then  what?  Think  you'd  enjoy  a  prison  term? 
Besides,  we  ought  to  have  Merry  in  a  girls'  school  some- 
where, so  she  can  get  some  training.  She  runs  about  the 
country  like  she's  wild!" 

Harry  laid  down  his  stick,  considering  this  unusual 
outburst  on  Gerald's  part.  "To  hear  you  talk,  you'd  think 
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we  were  millionaires!"  he  remarked.  "And  as  for  having 
plenty  of  money — as  far  as  I'm  concerned,  we'll  never 
have  enough !  The  more  money  you  have,  the  more  things 
you  find  out  you  need.  What  other  kind  of  work  could 
we  do  and  make  so  much?  What  other  kind  of  work  would 
give  you  so  much  time  to  dream  and  laze  around?  Tell 
me  that." 

Gerald  drew  back.  He  had  known  it  was  useless  to 
argue  about  quitting  as  long  as  they  could  find  a  market 
for  the  stuff.  And  the  Galicians  would  always  buy  it, 
unless  they  got  caught  at  it.  With  Merry  doing  the  ped- 
dling there  was  little  chance  of  that.  But  Gerald  knew 
that  it  was  an  injustice  to  Merry  to  have  her  doing  that 
sort  of  thing.  A  sweet,  beautiful  girl  like  Merry!  Oh,  she 
had  plenty  of  spirit,  of  course — but  she  was  so  much  like 
ft  child.  She'd  never  had  anyone  to  teach  her  anything — 
no  woman  to  advise  her.  Gerald  suspected  that  she  was 
quite  innocent  about  a  lot  of  things  that  most  girls  her 
age  took  for  granted.  And  now  she  was  seeing  John  Fie- 
tarobitz!  A  bohunk!  Suppose  she  married  him?  Merry 
with  a  lot  of  bohunk  children!  Gerald  swore  under  his 
breath! 

"Well,  but  what  about  Merry?"  he  questioned  Harry. 
"This  isn't  the  sort  of  life  for  her!  It's  not  right.  You 
may  be  sorry  some  day  if  you  don't  get  her  out  of  it." 

Harry  grunted.  "Well,  all  I've  got  to  say  now  is  I'm 
damned  hungry.  Looks  to  me  like  Merry  could  at  least  be 
here  and  get  our  supper  on  time!  But  she's  got  to  tear 
off  to  see  John  Fietarobitz!  I'd  like  to  tear  his  head  off 
his  shoulders!" 

The  brothers  sat  in  moody  silence  until  the  sound  of 
horse's  hoofs  broke  the  stillness.  Merry  was  coming  down 
the  ridge  road  at  a  break-neck  gallop.  Gerald  sprang  to 
the  window  to  watch  her  arrival.  Horse  and  rider  were 
in  perfect  accord,  the  flying  tresses  of  the  girl  and  the 
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flying  mane  of  the  horse  spraying  in  rhythm  with  the  wind. 
Merry  rode  madly  into  the  yard,  slowing  old  Dock  almost 
imperceptibly  as  he  made  his  entrance  into  the  stable. 

Gerald  stood  at  the  window  and  watched  Merry  tie  her 
horse  in  the  stable,  then  climb  up  in  the  loft  and  throw 
down  a  couple  of  oat  sheaves.  She  stopped  to  pat  his  neck 
and  rub  his  nose,  then  brushed  his  hips,  legs  and  mane 
carefully.  There  was  about  her  movements  such  grace  and 
beauty  that  Gerald  could  not  take  his  eyes  from  her.  As 
she  came  across  the  yard,  swinging  her  arms  and  legs 
straight  and  free,  he  wondered  when  it  was  that  he  had 
begun  to  feel  like  this  about  Merry,  the  child  he  and  his 
brother  had  found  in  the  swamp. 

She  ran  in,  called,  "Hello,  boys!"  and  stopped  before 
the  scowling  Harry.  "Well,  looks  like  the  storm's  about 
to  break!"  she  smiled  impishly.  "What's  the  matter  with 
you?" 

"You  know  darn  well  you  were  supposed  to  make 
that  Gerbinski  delivery  this  afternoon!"  Harry  shouted. 

Merry  laughed  and  ran  her  hand  through  her  brown 
hair.  "Well,  the  wedding's  not  until  tomorrow  night,  is 
it?  I've  got  all  day  tomorrow,  so  knock  the  chip  off  your 
shoulder,  Harry.  I'll  rustle  up  a  little  food.  I'm  starving!" 

"It's  a  good  thing,"  Harry  growled.  "I  guess  if  you 
didn't  get  hungry  once  in  a  while,  we'd  never  get  anything 
to  eat!" 

Merry  laughed  again  and  turned  to  the  preparation  of 
supper.  Gerald  helped,  and  soon  ham  and  eggs  were  pop- 
ping in  the  pan.  Dishes  flew  on  the  table  and  soon  all 
three  were  eating  heartily. 

Merry  turned  to  Harry.  "Do  you  have  to  make  all  that 
noise  when  you  eat,  Harry,  and  lie  all  over  the  table?" 
she  demanded. 

Harry  paused  in  the  act  of  shoveling  a  heaping  forkful 
into  his  mouth.  "I  suppose  John  Feather  Rubbidge  eats 
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with  better  manners  than  I  do,  eh?"  he  asked  with  heavy 
sarcasm. 

Merry  flushed.   "Yes,  he  does!" 

Harry  threw  down  knife  and  fork.  "Hell!  Don't  you 
go  holding  that  guy  up  to  me  as  an  example!  What's  come 
over  you  lately,  anyway?" 

A  far-away  look  appeared  in  Merry's  dark  eyes.  "May- 
be I'm  just  finding  out  about  .  .  .  life,"  she  said.  "And 
another  thing,  boys.  I'll  take  that  load  up  in  the  morning 
because  I  promised,  but  that's  the  last  one  I  intend  to  take. 
We're  just  as  capable  of  earning  a  decent  living  as  anyone 
else  around  here.  Besides,  John  doesn't  want  me  to  do  it 
any  more.  He's  afraid  that  I'm  going  to  get  into  trouble." 

"So!"  Harry  bellowed  and  the  rafters  shook  with  the 
wrath  in  his  voice.  "John  doesn't  want  you  to  do  it  any 
more!  I  suppose  he's  able  to  take  care  of  you!  I  suppose 
he  took  you  in  when  you  were  a  baby!  I  suppose  he's 
fought  all  these  eighteen  years  to  buy  food  and  clothing 
for  you!  Did  he  build  this  house  so  that  you'd  have  a 
nice  place  to  live?  The  old  shack  was  plenty  good  enough 
for  Gerald  and  me!  Does  John  plan  to  complete  your 
education?"  He  paused,  breathless;  rose  and  paced  excit- 
edly up  and  down.  "Why,  you  ungrateful  little  wretch, 
don't  you  know  that  since  the  day  we  set  out  to  find  the 
ghost  light  and  found  you  instead,  our  one  thought  has 
been  to  make  a  home  for  you  and  keep  you  happy?" 

Gerald,  in  spite  of  his  recent  argument  with  Harry, 
spoke  quietly  from  his  side  of  the  table.  The  remark  Merry 
had  made  about  Fietarobitz's  objection  to  her  helping  them 
had  been  like  gall  and  wormwood  to  his  soul.  "Yes,  that's 
so,  kid,"  he  said.  "Harry  would  work  his  fingers  to  the 
bone  and  sell  his  soul  for  gold  so  that  you  wouldn't  have 
to  go  without  things.  Maybe  we've  failed  to  a  certain 
extent,  but  it  doesn't  hurt  you  a  bit  to  help  Harry  and 
me  get  rid  of  all  this  stuff  we  have  on  hand.  We  don't 
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want  to  hear  any  more  of  this  Fietarobitz  talk  either. 
We're  not  going  to  let  our  sister  marry  a  bohunk,  and  no 
bohunk  is  going  to  tell  you  whether  you  can  or  cannot 
haul  a  little  wine  and  brew  for  us!" 

Merry  rose,  her  eyes  blazing  with  anger.  "All  right," 
she  cried  passionately.  "I'll  do  as  you  say  as  long  as  I 
have  to  take  favors  off  of  you,  if  that's  the  way  you  feel 
about  it!  But  you  had  no  business  doing  anything  for  me 
if  ...  if  ...  you're  going  to  rub  it  in!"  Choking  with 
sobs  she  ran  out  and  they  heard  the  door  of  her  bedroom 
slam  behind  her. 

Harry  looked  at  Gerald,  shrugged,  and  resuming  his 
seat,  went  on  with  his  supper.  Gerald,  his  blue  eyes 
troubled,  made  a  pretense  of  eating  also,  until  finally 
they  heard  Merry  returning  and  turned  to  see  her  smiling 
through  her  tears.  She  came  forward  and  kissed  each  of 
them  lightly  on  the  forehead.  "I'm  sorry,"  she  said.  "I'm 
a  beast  to  be  so  mean  after  all  you  boys  have  done  for  me. 
Let's  .  .  .  let's  forget  it." 

Later  Harry  went  out  to  attend  to  some  evening  chores 
and  Gerald  helped  Merry  with  the  dishes.  The  storm  had 
subsided  and  all  was  as  serene  as  if  it  had  never  happened, 
but  the  eyes  of  both  were  troubled.  Finally  Merry,  her 
hands  still  in  the  soapy  water,  turned  to  Gerald. 

"Gerald,"  she  began  softly,  pleadingly.  "Are  you  two 
boys  really  going  to  be  mean — about — John?" 

Gerald  felt  the  blood  pounding  in  his  temples.  He 
knew  that  when  Merry  looked  at  him  like  that  he  could 
refuse  her  nothing,  but  this  time  she  was  asking  too  much. 
"You  can't  love  that  guy,  Merry!" 

Her  eyes  were  warm,  ardent;  her  red  mouth  parted 
with  quick  breathing.  "Oh,  but  I  do,  Gerald.  I  can't 
help  it!" 

"You  shan't!"  Roughly  he  caught  her  by  the  shoulders, 
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turned  her  to  face  him.  His  blue  eyes  blazed  in  a  face  gone 
suddenly  white.  "I  won't  let  you — do  you  hear?" 

For  a  breathless  moment  he  looked  into  that  lovely, 
tantalizing  face  so  near  his  own.  Then  with  a  little  cry 
of  despair  he  caught  her  to  him,  kissed  her  deeply,  passion- 
ately, on  the  lips. 

For  a  moment  Merry  was  too  startled  to  move,  then 
he  felt  her  wet,  soapy  hands  against  his  breast,  pushing 
him  away.  Her  face  was  white,  her  lips  trembling.  "Ge- 
rald!" she  cried,  stricken.  "How  could  you!" 

With  a  muttered  oath,  he  swung  on  his  heel  and  left 
the  house.  He  was  a  fool — letting  her  guess  how  he  felt. 
Things  would  never  be  the  same  between  them  again. 

That  night  Gerald  could  not  sleep.  His  mind  traveled 
back  to  that  evening  so  long  ago  when  he  and  Harry  had 
found  Merry.  He  had  been  sixteen  then,  his  brother  only 
a  year  older.  They  had  buried  their  mother  a  few  days 
before  and  had  ridden  out  together  to  talk  things  over  and 
try  to  decide  what  they  must  do,  now  that  they  were  all 
alone.  They  could  not  remember  their  father  who  had 
died  when  they  were  very  young.  Their  mother  had  held 
the  farm  together  through  the  years  and  now  that  she  was 
gone,  they  seemed  like  little  boys,  not  knowing  which  way 
to  turn. 

He  remembered  that  the  ghost  light  had  been  shining 
that  night  and  they  had  ridden  toward  it,  thinking  they 
might  locate  it.  Harry  was  all  for  going  straight  into  the 
swamp  to  find  it,  but  Gerald  remembered  the  legends  con- 
cerning it  and  persuaded  him  to  stop.  It  was  said  that  it 
was  a  vampire  light,  beckoning  men  on  into  the  swamp, 
leading  them  to  their  doom.  Harry  had  scoffed  at  his  fear, 
had  dismounted  when  Gerald  did  and  tied  the  horses  to  a 
spruce  tree.  They  sat  down  to  talk  over  their  affairs,  but 
almost  instantly  an  odd  wail  broke  the  silence. 

"What  do  you  suppose  that  is?"  Harry  asked. 
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"Maybe  it's  the  ghost!" 

"Stuff  and  nonsense!  You  know  very  well  there  isn't 
any  ghost!" 

"Well,"  Gerald  defended  himself,  "there  are  so  many 
tales  about  the  light  there  must  be  something  back  of 
them!" 

"Old  Tom  Teevins  told  me  it  was  phosphorus,"  Harry 
explained.  "You  notice  it  doesn't  shine  every  night.  He 
says  that  the  atmosphere  has  to  be  just  right." 

The  queer  wailing  noise  came  again. 

"Let's  walk  back  there  and  take  a  look,"  Harry  sug- 
gested. 

"I'm  scared!" 

"Scared  my  eye!  Come  on!"  They  walked  back  into 
the  swamp  a  short  distance  and  there  in  a  thicket  found  a 
baby  almost  eaten  alive  by  mosquitos.  They  stared  first 
at  the  little  bundle  and  then  at  each  other  in  consternation. 

"God  Almighty!"  Harry  exclaimed.  "Where  do  you 
suppose  that  came  from?" 

Gerald  picked  up  the  squalling  baby  and  held  it  in 
his  arms.  "Does  it  make  any  difference?  Looks  like  fate 
sent  us  here  to  find  it  before  it  starved  to  death." 

"But  what  the  devil  are  we  going  to  do  with  it?"  Harry 
demanded. 

For  once  Gerald  took  the  initiative.  "Let's  investigate. 
If  it's  a  girl  we'll  take  it  to  Dauphin  to  the  orphanage. 
But  if  it's  a  boy,  let's  keep  it!" 

The  baby  was  a  girl. 

"I  guess  we'll  have  to  take  it  home  tonight,"  Gerald 
said.  "I'll  take  her  to  Dauphin  first  thing  in  the  morning." 

They  took  her  home,  bathed  her  and  changed  her 
clothing,  and  the  baby  rewarded  them  by  smiling  enchant- 
ingly  and  curling  her  soft  fingers  about  their  own.  After 
that  neither  of  them  mentioned  the  orphanage  again. 

They  had  called  her  "Babe"  until  Christmas  day.  No 
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name  seemed  good  enough  for  her  until  in  compliment  to 
the  season  they  both  had  agreed  on  Merry,  and  Harry  had 
christened  her  by  plunking  her  fat  little  body  into  a  dish- 
pan  full  of  water. 

Gerald  remembered  how  during  the  fall  and  winter 
they  had  taken  turns  doing  the  chores,  putting  away  the 
crop  and  getting  up  the  wood  and  ice.  Harry  did  the 
housework  and  minded  the  baby  one  week  and  Gerald 
the  next. 

Then  there  had  been  the  war  and  money  began  to 
pour  in.  Wheat  went  sky-high!  They  had  hired  a  couple 
of  farm  hands  too  old  for  war  and  had  kept  their  usual 
routine.  All  the  other  boys  in  the  community  had  gone 
but  the  Mattsons  had  stayed  at  home  and  sold  bushels 
and  bushels  of  wheat. 

When  conscription  came  they  took  Merry  and  fled 
north,  built  a  little  hut  and  hibernated  until  it  was  all 
over.  No  war  for  them.  Why  should  they  leave  their 
fertile  acres  to  go  out  and  kill  or  be  killed? 

When  they  decided  it  was  safe  to  return,  no  one  would 
speak  to  them.  They  were  called  "cowards"  and  "swamp 
angels."  But  they  had  their  good  money!  Plenty  to  build 
the  big  beautiful  house  on  the  ridge.  There  was  not 
another  place  like  it. 

They  had  started  Merry  to  school,  but  everyone  snubbed 
her.  When  she  came  home  crying,  they  could  not  stand 
it  and  sent  her  to  Sifton  to  the  Galician  school.  Here  with 
the  offspring  of  the  despised  "bohunks",  the  little  girl  had 
felt  completely  at  home. 

After  the  war  there  had  been  no  money  in  wheat. 
Everyone  else  had  continued  to  grow  it,  but  Harry  and 
Gerald  turned  theirs  into  bubbling  vats  of  home  brew. 

The  Galicians  bought  it  and  the  law  had  not  bothered 
them  until  Mike  Bulyko  had  almost  killed  his  wife  in  a 
fit  of  drunkenness.  After  that  things  had  not  been  so  easy, 
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but  by  having  Merry  peddle  the  stuff  they  had  managed 
to  get  by. 

And  now  Merry  was  eighteen.  A  woman.  It  did  not 
seem  possible.  It  seemed  that  only  yesterday  they  had 
found  her.  Gerald  could  remember  her  kissing  them  both 
good  night  each  night  until  she  was  fourteen.  Then  she 
had  suddenly  decided  that  she  was  grown  up  and  had 
trudged  off  to  bed  with  simply  a  "Goodnight,  boys." 

How  Harry  would  have  cursed  him  if  he  had  known 
that  he  had  kissed  Merry  that  way  tonight!  Well,  he 
would  pay  for  it,  no  doubt.  Merry  would  probably  take 
all  her  problems  to  Harry  and  build  up  a  wall  of  reserve 
between  herself  and  Gerald.  He  wished  that  he  could 
have  the  same  comradeship,  but  realized  that  he  had  ruined 
something  that  couldn't  be  pieced  back  together  again. 

It  had  been  her  confession  of  love  for  John  Fietarobitz 
that  had  done  it.  How  he  hated  that  bohunk!  Merry  could 
not  really  love  him.  It  was  unthinkable!  Had  John  ever 
held  her  in  his  arms,  and  had  she  let  him  kiss  her — not 
drawing  away  as  she  had  from  Gerald?  The  thought  was 
torture  and  Gerald  ground  his  teeth  in  despair. 

He  tried  counting  sheep,  but  still  could  not  sleep  and 
finally  after  a  night  of  tossing  and  turning,  decided  to 
have  it  out  with  his  brother  in  the  morning  about  sending 
Merry  away  to  school.  Perhaps  if  he  were  not  so  near  her 
dways,  he  could  conquer  this  torture  in  his  soul. 
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CHAPTER  III. 


John  Fietarobitz  wiped  off  the  black  boards,  put  away 
lis  books  and  locked  the  school  nouse  door.  Well,  that  was 
iiat!  Another  day  over!  What  a  job  he  had — fifty  pupils, 
grades  one  to  nine,  and  not  a  child  starting  out  who  could 
^peak  a  word  of  English.  It  would  be  so  much  easier  if 
le  dared  to  teach  Galician. 

"Oh,  well,"  he  philosophized,  "Another  day,  another 
dollar!"  And  tomorrow  was  the  Gerbinski  wedding. 
Merry  Mattson  would  'be  there!  John's  steel  blue  eyes 
lit  up  as  he  thought  of  her. 

It  was  a  week  now  since  their  last  meeting.  How  nice 
it  would  be  if  he  could  see  her  oftener,  but  those  two 
brothers  of  hers  kept  her  in  so  much  in  the  evening  and 
he  was  not  a  welcome  guest  at  their  home.  She  had  skip- 
ped out  on  them  one  evening  though,  and  they  had  taken 
their  horses  and  ridden  over  the  Hog's  Back. 

What  a  wild  little  thing  she  was — all  fire!  John 
caught  his  breath,  thinking  of  that  evening.  Maybe  the 
moon,  casting  a  spell  over  the  entire  valley,  had  had  some- 
thing to  do  with  her  surrender  to  him.  Or  maybe  it  had 
just  been  a  natural  thing.  He  thrilled  at  the  thought  of 
her  warm  little  body  lying  so  close  to  his.  He  had  not 
expected  her  to  give  in  like  that.  Previously  she  had  re- 
fused him  even  a  kiss.  How  primitive  she  was!  He  sup- 
posed it  was  because  she  had  never  known  a  woman's 
influence — he  felt  almost  ashamed  of  letting  things  go 
so  far.  It  was  all  his  fault.  But  he  had  talked  immediately 
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of  their  marriage — that  would  make  everything  all  right. 
He  must  find  an  opportunity  of  seeing  her  alone  again 
tomorrow  night. 

He  reached  home  and  squared  his  shoulders  as  he 
opened  the  gate.  He  was  going  to  tell  his  father  and 
mother  this  very  night  that  he  intended  to  marry  Merry 
Mattson.  They  would  raise  a  rumpus,  of  course,  but  they 
might  as  well  be  getting  used  to  the  idea. 

His  mother  appeared  at  the  door,  her  head  covered 
with  a  three-cornered  scarf,  her  feet  bare.  She  spoke  to 
him  in  their  native  tongue.  "Why  do  you  stand  there  like 
that?  What  are  you  thinking  about?" 

John  came  up  to  her,  spoke  slowly  and  steadily.  "Merry 
Mattson,"  he  answered.  "I  was  wondering  how  long  it 
would  take  me  to  save  up  enough  money  so  that  we  can 
get  married  and  have  a  decent  home!" 

His  mother's  black  eyes  blazed  and  she  broke  into  a 
storm  of  furious  Galician.  "Marry  Merry  Mattson  indeed! 
You  must  be  crazy!  That  wild  little  slut,  she  don't  know 
anything!  Couldn't  strip  down  from  a  goose  to  make  you 
a  good  feather  tick.  Don't  even  know  how  to  milk  a  cow! 
All  she  knows  is  peddling  brew  and  riding  a  horse!" 

John  tried  to  keep  his  temper.  "Now  look  here  mother, 
there's  no  use  arguing  about  it.  My  mind's  made  up.  I 
love  Merry — " 

"Ha — love,  indeed!"  she  interrupted.  "You  talk  like 
a  school  boy!  Why  don't  you  stick  to  your  own  people 
and  marry  a  good  Galician  girl — one  of  the  Gerbinskis  or 
Bulykos?  A  wife  that  will  help  you  earn  a  living!  Alice 
Bulyko  is  a  nice  girl,  a  good  cook  and  not  a  lazy  bone  in 
her  body!" 

John  laughed.  He  knew  Mike  Bulyko  had  offered  his 
father  ten  pigs  and  a  team  of  good  horses  for  a  husband 
for  his  daughter,  Alice.  But  he  wouldn't  marry  Alice  for 
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ten  times  such  a  dowry.  He  loved  Merry,  and  wonder  of 
wonders,  she  loved  him! 

That  night  his  father,  rugged  and  seldom-spoken, 
roused  himself  from  his  usual  lethargy  long  enough  to  add 
his  protest  to  that  of  his  wife.  A  good  Galician  girl — that 
was  what  he  wanted  for  his  son.  He  begged  him  to  think 
the  matter  over  seriously. 

But  after  he  went  to  bed  that  night  John's  thoughts 
were  all  of  Merry.  How  nice  it  would  be  to  have  her  lying 
in  the  bed  beside  him  every  night,  sometimes  close  to  him 
— always  where  he  could  reach  out  and  touch  her.  True, 
as  his  parents  had  argued,  he  wouldn't  have  to  wait  if 
she  were  one  of  his  own  people.  He  didn't  have  to  wait 
anyway,  he  thought  triumphantly.  Merry  would  marry 
him  any  time  and  would  be  willing  to  live  anywhere,  but 
John  wanted  to  break  away  from  the  old  country  style  of 
living.  He  didn't  want  his  wife  to  be  having  a  baby  today 
and  be  shoveling  manure  or  following  behind  a  plow 
tomorrow.  He  didn't  want  her  to  have  to  take  her  babies 
out  to  the  field  and  park  them  behind  a  stook,  while  she 
stood  up  the  wheat.  Women  in  this  country  didn't  do  that. 
His  wife  wasn't  going  to  break  her  back  over  a  wash- 
board, either.  She  would  have  a  washing  machine  and 
maybe  electric  lights.  She  would  take  life  easy.  The 
Galician  women  looked  sixty  when  they  were  only  thirty. 
Merry  wasn't  going  to  look  like  that.  He  wanted  her  to 
look  as  she  had  that  night  at  the  Hog's  Back  always — 
slender  and  beautiful.  She  would  meet  him  at  the  door 
when  he  came  home  at  night  and  he  would  catch  her  in 
his  arms  because  she  looked  so  alluring  that  he  could 
not  help  himself. 

Merry  wasn't  going  to  have  a  dozen  children  either. 
He  didn't  know  just  how  they  would  manage,  but  the 
women  in  Dauphin  had  only  two  or  three.  That  would  be 
enough.  A  man  couldn't  get  ahead  and  support  a  lot  of 
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children  and  his  wife  wasn't  going  to  suffer  childbirth 
over  and  over  again.  Their  children — his  and  Merry's — 
would  have  an  education  and  know  things  and  amount 
to  something! 

John  realized  that  he  was  getting  a  little  ahead  of 
himself  in  his  dreams  and  thought  that  he  had  better  catch 
some  sleep  if  he  expected  to  stay  awake  in  school  tomorrow. 
Finally  he  dozed  off  only  to  awaken  a  short  time  later  with 
his  arms  around  the  pillow.  He  laughed.  It  was  great 
to  be  in  love! 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


Burrell  Chick  wanted  to  go  to  the  Gerbinski  wedding. 
For  days  he  had  heard  talk  of  it  and  judged  it  was  going 
to  be  a  memorable  affair.  But  he  knew  that  if  he  did  go 
he  would  probably  not  even  be  considered  as  the  pastor 
for  the  following  summer.  On  the  other  hand,  they  might 
not  invite  him  back  anyway,  since  they  always  liked  a 
change,  and  he  would  probably  not  have  another  chance 
to  see  Merry  Mattson.  If  the  information  was  correct 
which  he  had  received  from  his  landlady,  Mrs.  Thomson, 
the  Mattsons  would  all  be  there. 

"They  tell  me  that  bohunk  school  teacher,  John 
Fietarobitz,  is  courting  Merry  Mattson,"  Mrs.  Thomson 
said  scornfully.  Evidently  she  didn't  approve  of  Merry  any 
more  than  Mrs.  Masters  did.  But  being  a  just  woman  she 
added,  "It's  just  about  what's  to  be  expected,  the  way  them 
wild  boys  had  raised  her!  Can't  say  as  the  girl  ought  to 
be  blamed  too  much!" 

Burrell  had  been  thinking  of  Merry  ever  since  that  day 
he  had  seen  her  silhouetted  against  the  sky  on  the  Hog's 
Back.  The  picture  she  had  presented  stirred  him  as  nothing 
else  had  ever  done  in  his  life  and  the  desire  to  see  her 
again,  to  meet  her  and  talk  to  her  was  working  in  him 
tike  new  wine.  He  supposed  Mrs.  Thomson  would  be 
scandalized  if  she  suspected  that  he  was  thinking  such 
thoughts. 

The  Thomsons  were  good  Christian,  God-fearing, 
Scotch  people.  They  had  been  among  the  first  settlers 
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n  the  district  and  resented  hotly  the  invasion  of  the 
Galicians.  Burrell  believed  they  would  actually  rather  have 
:een  the  land  idle  and  growing  sow  thistles  than  to  have 
t  owned  by  those  foreigners. 

He  often  wondered  what  they  would  have  thought  if 
vhey  had  known  that  he  had  slight  interest  in  theology. 
They  had  no  inkling  of  the  fact  that  he  was  a  medi|cal 
student  and  that  the  three  hundred  dollars  they  paid  him 
for  preaching  during  the  summer  months  would  go  a  long 
way  toward  paying  for  his  tuition  and  books  while  attend- 
ing medical  school.  His  father  would  be  unable  to  finance 
him  through  another  year  and  this  charge  had  seemed  the 
answer  to  Burrell's  problem.  Although  he  had  at  first 
found  it  a  little  difficult  to  act  like  a  minister  of  the  gospel, 
he  had  done  very  well  until  now.  He  had  never  been  a 
man  to  desire  social  contacts,  and  knew  that,  though  he 
might  have  found  amusement  in  a  Galician  wedding 
because  of  the  unusual  customs  of  the  people,  it  was  the 
chance  of  knowing  Merry  Mattson  better  that  drew  him 
now. 

The  Thomsons,  of  course,  would  be  much  disappointed 
in  him  if  he  went,  and  he  had  grown  really  fond  of  the 
old  couple.  He  always  helped  about  the  place  all  he  could, 
realizing  that  farm  life  in  Manitoba  was  not  an  easy  one. 

Burrell  sat  in  his  room  thinking  of  these  things,  of 
the  Gerbinski  wedding,  and  of  Merry  Mattson.  Certainly 
his  mind  was  not  dwelling  on  the  sermon  he  had  started 
to  write  for  Sunday.  Maybe  if  he  saw  Merry  again  he 
could  settle  down  to  the  work  he  had  to  do — even  if  he 
found  out  for  certain  that  she  was  in  love  with  this  school 
teacher — this  John  Fietarobitz.  It  would  be  a  shame  if 
such  a  girl  married  a  Galician  and  settled  down  to  life 
as  the  "bohunk"  women  lived  it.  Under  that  arduous  and 
harrowing  tasks  allotted  to  them,  she  would  soon  lose  that 
sparkle  and  vitality  which  seemed  to  flow  from  her.  What 
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were  her  brothers  thinking  about  to  let  her  get  mixed  up 
with  such  a  fellow?  He  drew  in  his  breath  sharply  as  he 
thought  that  they  would  more  than  likely  welcome  any 
attention  the  minister  paid  her.  Well,  the  parson  was 
certainly  willing,  he  smiled. 

He  would  go  to  the  wedding,  he  decided.  There  was 
really  nothing  wrong  in  it,  although  of  course  his  congre- 
gation would  not  approve.  Well,  perhaps  they  would  not 
find  out !  Certainly  if  any  of  them  were  in  attendance  they 
could  not  complain  of  his  being  there.  He  had  been  told 
that  these  affairs  lasted  three  days  and  that  everyone  got 
gloriously  happy  on  red  wine  and  home  brew! 

He  put  on  his  overalls  and  went  out  to  the  barn  to  help 
Mr.  Thomson  with  the  evening  chores.  It  seemed  as  if 
these  people  never  got  through  working.  He  often  heard 
them  prowling  around  at  four  o'clock  in  the  morning  and 
here  it  was  sundown  and  still  a  couple  of  hours  work  to  do. 

It  was  dark  quite  dark  when  Burrell  and  Mr.  Thomson 
returned  from  the  barn,  the  evening  chores  completed.  As 
they  approached  the  house  Burrell  noticed  again  that 
peculiar  light  at  the  end  of  the  road  and  asked  Mr.  Thom- 
son about  it. 

"Well,  it's  been  there  ever  since  I  remember,"  he 
answered  and  Burrell  turned,  startled  at  the  tone  of  his 
voice. 

"Why — what  is  it?  What's  the  matter?" 

"Don't  ever  try  to  follow  it,  Burrell,"  Mr.  Thomson 
said,  placing  a  warning  hand  on  his  arm.  "It  can  only 
lead  you  into  trouble.  Just  when  you  think  you're  getting 
near,  it  disappears.  More  than  one  has  followed  that  light 
to  his  doom.  One  of  our  boys — "  He  stopped  and  choked, 
then  went  on.  "He  was  just  a  little  toddler,  and  somehow 
he  wandered  away  from  his  ma  and  followed  the  light — 
because  it  looked  pretty,  I  guess.  We  found  him  next 
morning  in  the  swamp — dead!" 
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Burrell  was  deeply  moved.  "I'm  sorry,"  he  said  simply. 

Mr.  Thomson  smiled  wanly.  "It's  been  many  a  year, 
but  I  never  hear  anyone  inquire  about  the  light  but  it  all 
comes  back  to  me.  It's  a  treacherous,  ghostly  thing — no 
good  about  it.  We  call  it  the  ghost  light  hereabouts." 

Burrell  went  back  to  his  room  still  thinking  about  the 
light.  Of  course,  the  fact  that  several  people  had  met 
death  trying  to  locate  the  ghost  light  meant  nothing.  It 
was  the  swamp  that  had  killed  them — not  the  light.  Only 
primitive,  superstitious  people  could  believe  that  it  had  any 
power.  There  was,  of  course,  a  logical,  scientific  expla- 
nation for  it.  He  wouldn't  be  satisfied  until  he  knew  what 
caused  it.  Perhaps  if  he  could  work  out  an  explanation  of 
the  ghost  light  he  would  have  discharged  a  duty  to  these 
people  far  greater  than  the  few  sermons  he  had  preached 
to  them. 

But  now,  he  must  dress  if  he  were  going  to  the 
Gerbinskis.  And  go  he  would!  Merry  Mattson  would 
be  there! 
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CHAPTER  V. 


The  Mattsons  were  getting  ready  to  go  to  the  wedding, 
too,  Harry  looked  in  on  Gerald.  "What  in  hell  are  you 
shaving  for?"  he  demanded.  "You  know  damn  well  that 
half  those  hobunks  will  have  whiskers  a  mile  long.  Judas 
Priest!  You'd  think  the  way  you  and  Merry  are  rigging 
up  that  you  were  going  to  a  New  Year's  frolic  at  the 
Hotel  Ritz!" 

Gerald  laughed.  "Oh,  come  now,  Harry — you  know 
it's  always  been  dough  in  our  pockets  to  play  up  to  these 
people!  It's  all  right  for  them  to  go  all  bewhiskered,  but 
they  expect  us  to  tog  up.  Get  on  your  duds  and  let's  be 
off.  We've  helped  marry  every  bohunk  this  side  of  Sifton 
for  the  last  ten  years.  We've  played  up  to  them  and  they 
have  played  into  our  hands  with  money,  and  haven't  you 
told  me  time  and  again  that  money  is  the  greatest  thing 
in  life?  Haven't  you  said  over  and  over  that  as  long  as 
we  have  it  we  can  thumb  our  noses  at  our  neighbors  who 
look  down  on  us?  Don't  forget  to  kiss  the  bride,  either, 
no  matter  how  much  garlic  she  has  eaten." 

Merry  came  down  the  hallway  clad  in  a  white  chiffon 
dress  Harry  had  recently  bought  for  her  in  Dauphin.  Her 
brown  hair  lay  in  smooth  waves  about  her  small  head, 
her  cheeks  glowed,  her  eyes  sparkled.  She  looked  excited 
and  happy.  Gerald  drew  a  deep  breath  as  he  looked  at  the 
picture  she  made. 

"Well,"  he  said,  trying  to  make  his  voice  casual.  "You 
look  much  too  nice  for  a  Galician  wedding." 
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Merry  laughed  and  he  was  relieved  to  notice  that  there 
was  no  trace  of  embarrassement  in  her  voice.  "Much  too 
nice  to  go  with  a  whiskered  escort,  I'm  sure,"  she  retorted 
and  pushed  Harry  toward  his  shaving  things.  She  stood 
by  while  he  reluctantly  prepared  for  the  ordeal. 

"And  go  easy  on  that  red  wine  tonight,  Harry,"  Gerald 
went  on.  "Merry,  don't  you  spend  too  much  time  with 
that  Feather  Rubbige  guy  either!" 

Merry's  eyes  glowed  even  brighter,  her  lovely  mouth 
curved  in  a  smile  of  expectancy.  "God!"  Gerald  thought, 
"if  she'd  only  look  like  that  for  me!" 

"It's  Fietarobitz,  Gerald — and  if  you  knew  him  better 
you'd  like  him!" 

"Hell!"  Harry  cried.  "We  know  him  all  right.  He 
wasn't  so  bad  till  he  went  off  to  school  and  came  back  with 
a  lot  of  fine  airs.  We  like  him,  but  not  for  a  brother- 
in-law!" 

Gerald  went  to  get  the  car  and  soon  they  were  on  their 
way,  Merry  on  the  front  seat  between  the  two  brothers. 
It  was  a  good  enough  car,  but  it  rattled  fearfully  along  the 
ridge  road.  She  spoke  of  it.  "Looks  like  we  could  afford 
a  better  car,  Harry.  This  one  almost  jolts  your  eye- 
teeth  out." 

Harry  grunted.  "Got  better  things  to  do  with  my 
money  than  buying  cars  we  don't  need!" 

"What  better  things?" 

"Well,  miss,  you  don't  know  it  yet,  but  you're  going 
to  Winnipeg  to  school  this  fall!" 

Gerald  looked  sharply  at  his  brother.  So  his  words  had 
taken  root  after  all,  thank  heaven!  He  glanced  at  Merry 
and  was  surprised  to  see  shock,  distaste  and  something  very 
much  like  fear  written  on  her  face. 

"But  I  don't  want  to  go  away!"  she  gasped.  "I  won't! 
I  never  heard  of  anything  so  silly!" 

"Oh,  is  that  so?"  Harry  shouted.   "Well,  you'll  go  if 
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we  say  so.  Gerald  and  I  have  talked  it  all  over  and  we 
want  you  to  learn  to  be  a  lady  and  meet  some  decent 
people.  You've  lived  with  these  bohunks  so  long  you'll 
soon  be  one  of  them." 

"I'm  lady  enough  now,"  she  wailed.  "I  want  to  stay 
here  and  get  married  and  have  lots  of  babies." 

"Good  God!  You're  still  a  baby  yourself .  It  seems  only 
yesterday  that  I  was  pinning  diapers  on  you.  When  you 
were  bad  I  spanked  you,  and  I've  a  good  notion  to  do  it 
now.  Anyway  we  have  made  up  our  minds.  Gerald  has 
convinced  me  that  it  is  the  only  right  thing  to  do." 

Merry  looked  hard  at  Gerald  in  the  uncertain  light.  It 
was  easy  enough  to  understand  why  Gerald  wanted  her  to 
go  away.  He  grew  red  under  her  scrutiny  and  she  said, 
"Oh,  well,  let's  not  talk  about  it  tonight.  It's  a  long  time 
until  fall." 

Over  her  head  Harry's  eyes  met  Gerald's  and  he 
nodded.  It  had  been  easier  than  he  had  expected. 

Soon  they  reached  the  Gerbinskis. 

A  bevy  of  girls  with  their  hair  hanging  down  their 
backs  and  tied  with  white  ribbons  and  flowers  met  the 
Mattsons  at  the  gate.  They  were  playing  wild  music  and 
dancing.  Harry  dropped  money  for  the  bride  and  groom 
into  the  musical  instrument  which  one  girl  held  out  to  him. 
They  met  everyone  at  this  gate  and  followed  them  into 
the  house,  playing  the  weirdest  of  tunes.  Inside  the  house 
was  decorated  with  artificial  flowers. 

The  dance  was  well  under  way,  young  couples  swing- 
ing and  turning,  and  the  violins  and  heavy  boots  clumping 
on  the  rough  board  floor  made  the  noise  almost  deafening. 
No  one  wanted  to  think,  though.  They  wanted  to  dance 
and  drink  and  eat  for  three  whole  days  and  nights,  and 
forget  that  there  was  such  a  thing  in  the  world  as  work. 
Harvesting  and  planting  were  forgotten.  It  didn't  matter 
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if  it  rained,  or  if  the  crop  was  frozen  before  being  cut. 
All  that  mattered  was  wine,  brew,  food  and  dancing. 

John  Fietarobitz  had  seen  every  one  who  entered  and 
as  soon  as  he  glimpsed  Merry  he  manouvered  around  until 
he  was  able  to  reach  her.  Catching  her  in  his  arms,  he 
whisked  her  off  in  the  Colomaca.  Round  and  round  they 
danced  not  speaking  a  word,  but  each  one  conscious  of 
their  last  meeting. 

John  was  one  of  his  own  people  tonight,  and  he  smelled 
of  garlic  and  brew,  but  Merry  didn't  care.  All  she  wanted 
was  to  feel  his  strong  arms  around  her  and  his  heart  beat- 
ing against  hers.  When  the  music  stopped  they  went  to 
the  wine  barrel  and  drank  from  the  cup.  Some  of  the 
other  boys  came  up  and  asked  Merry  to  dance.  John  would 
have  liked  to  have  interfered,  but  his  common  sense  told 
him  that  he  could  never  hold  Merry  that  way.  But  he 
hated  to  see  other  men's  arms  around  her,  even  though  he 
knew  that  she  cared  nothing  for  these  boys,  most  of  whom 
she  had  gone  with  to  the  Galician  school.  It  was  different, 
though,  when  he  saw  her  dance  by  with  a  red-headed 
stranger. 

Burrell  Chick  had  been  sitting  quietly  on  the  side-lines, 
watching  the  dance.  He  saw  Merry  when  she  came  in; 
saw  that  she  was  much  more  lovely  and  desirable  even 
than  he  had  imagined.  His  glance  followed  her,  took  in 
every  move  she  made,  and  he  had  not  missed  the  glance 
that  had  passed  between  her  and  John  Fietarobitz.  He 
supposed  the  tall  boy  she  was  dancing  with  was  the  school- 
teacher who  was  supposed  to  be  "courting"  her.  He 
wondered  if  he  had  met  her  too  late. 

The  music  was  getting  into  his  blood,  too,  and  he 
wanted  to  dance.  More  than  anything  in  life  at  the 
moment,  he  wanted  to  dance  with  Merry  Mattson.  He 
decided  suddenly  that  he  would  dance !  The  devil  take  his 
congregation!  None  of  them  were  here  anyway  and  he 
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might  as  well  be  hung  for  a  sheep  as  a  lamb.  When  they 
played  a  waltz,  he  would  ask  her  to  dance  with  him.  He 
wondered  if  she  would  remember  that  fleeting  moment 
when  their  eyes  had  met. 

Someone  was  bringing  around  a  pail  of  wine.  Burrell 
drank  a  cup  and  felt  it  flow  through  his  veins.  The  waltz 
music  started.  It  wasn't  the  slow  waltz  he  was  used  to, 
but  he  decided  to  try  it.  He  went  up  to  where  Merry  was 
standing.  "Will  you  dance  this  with  me,  Miss  Mattson?" 
he  asked. 

She  turned  in  surprise,  and  as  her  glance  met  his  she 
blushed.  She  did  remember!  To  his  intense  delight  she 
put  her  hand  in  his  and  they  danced  away.  Should  he 
speak,  or  just  be  content  to  have  her  in  his  arms  like  this? 
She  was  dancing  stiffly,  as  if  she  moved  half  against  her 
will.  Perhaps  if  he  told  her  who  he  was  she  might  limber 
up  a  bit. 

"I  hope  you  don't  consider  that  we're  strangers,"  he 
began.  "I  saw  you  at  the  Hog's  Back  the  other  day." 

"Yes,"  she  answered. 

"What  were  you  afraid  of?  Why  did  you  run  away?" 

"I  didn't  run  away,"  she  protested.  "It  was  just  time  for 
me  to  go  home.  I  often  ride  over  there.  I  love  the  feel 
of  the  wind  blowing  over  the  hill  and  the  beauty  of  the 
valley." 

"I'd  better  tell  you  who  I  am — " 

She  glanced  up  at  him.  "I  know  already.  You're  the 
summer  preacher.  Do  you  think  I'd  have  danced  with  you 
if  I  didn't  know?" 

Burrell  laughed  delightedly  at  her  straightforwardness. 
"And  here  I  thought  you  were  looking  upon  me  as  a 
romantic  stranger!" 

She  laughed  too.  "I  was  just  thinking  that  this  is  a 
queer  place  to  find  a  parson." 

"I'll  probably  lose  my  job,  but  I'll  tell  you  a  secret 
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that  nobody  else  knows  around  here.  I'm  not  really  a 
preacher,  I'm  a  medical  student.  The  money  I'm  earning 
this  summer  will  help  pay  my  tuition  next  fall." 

"Oh !"  She  looked  up  at  him  with  a  shade  more  interest. 
In  fact,  though  she  was  not  particularly  attracted  to  him, 
there  was  something  about  Burrell  Chick  that  startled  her. 
She  had  felt  the  same  illusion  that  afternoon  at  the  Hog's 
Back — that's  why  she  had  turned  her  horse  and  fled.  It 
was  a  feeling  she  could  not  fathom — as  if  she  had  known 
him  for  a  long  time.  There  was  nothing  strange  about  him. 

"I  had  gone  up  to  the  Hog's  Back  the  other  afternoon 
to  write  my  Sunday  sermon,"  he  went  on.  "I'd  have  done 
very  well  if  you  hadn't  disturbed  my  thoughts.  Shame  on 
you  for  being  so  lovely!" 

She  smiled  mischievously,  not  a  little  pleased.  "You're 
not  Irish  by  any  chance,  are  you?" 

"Well,  partly.  Why?" 

"I'm  sure  you  must  have  kissed  the  blarney  stone. 
Where  do  you  come  from,  anyway?" 

"Winnipeg." 

She  stopped  in  the  middle  of  the  floor.  "Oh,  that's 
where  my  brothers  say  I  have  to  go  to  school.  I'm  not 
going  if  I  can  help  it,  but  I'd  love  to  hear  about  it." 

"Then  let's  find  a  quiet  place  and  I'll  tell  you  all  about 
the  city." 

Merry  laughed.  "I'm  afraid  finding  a  quiet  place  at  a 
Galician  wedding  is  a  rather  large  order.  But  come  on — 
we'll  go  outside  and  look  around!" 

She  took  his  hand  and  led  him  through  the  crowd  to 
the  doorway.  For  the  moment  she  had  forgotten  John  and 
failed  to  see  his  jealous  glare  as  she  left  the  room  with  the 
stranger.  He  had  been  drinking  too  much  brew  and 
resented  more  than  he  ordinarily  would  Merry's  leaving 
the  house  with  another  man.  A  slow  rage  mounted  within 
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him.  She  had  given  herself  to  him  and  she  had  no  right 
to  go  out  in  the  moonlight  with  some  one  else! 

Outside  they  drew  deep  breaths  of  the  clean  night  air 
and  Merry  led  the  way  to  the  back  of  the  house  where  a 
chicken  coop  stood.  "Let's  sit  here,"  she  said.  "We'll 
probably  get  all  over  chicken  lice,  but  I  want  to  hear 
about  Winnipeg!" 

Burrell  laughed  and  sat  beside  her.  "Well,  it's  a  pretty 
big  city,  you  know.  A  little  girl  like  you  would  have  a 
hard  time  finding  her  way  about — without  a  guide.  But 
I'd  be  glad  to  act  in  that  capacity,  if  you'd  let  me." 

"Do  they  have  street  cars?"  she  asked  eagerly.  "You 
know,  I've  never  even  seen  a  train!" 

"Well!  You'll  see  plenty  in  Winnipeg.  I'd  like  to 
show  you  the  sights  and  see  your  eyes  open  wider  even 
than  they  are  now!" 

"I  suppose  they  have  shops  full  of  wonderful  clothes," 
she  sighed. 

"Sure,  though  I'm  afraid  I  don't  know  much  about 
them.  But  there's  plenty  there  I  could  show  you.  Winni- 
peg's the  third  largest  city  in  Canada,  and  you'll  find  every- 
thing you'd  ever  want  to  see.  When  are  you  going?" 

"September  first,  my  brothers  say,  but  I  say  never.  I 
love  it  here.  I  wouldn't  be  happy  any  place  else." 

"But  you  could  at  least  give  it  a  try — " 

At  that  moment  Harry  Mattson  came  around  the 
corner  of  the  house.  He  had  been  drinking  plentifully,  his 
face  was  flushed,  his  hair  stood  on  end  and  his  voice  was 
loud  and  boisterous. 

"Oh — there  you  are,  Merry!  What  in  hell  are  you 
doing  out  here?  Haven't  I  told  you  that  you  should  never 
disappear  in  dark  corners  with  strangers."  He  glared  at 
Burrell  who  rose  to  greet  him.  "Who  in  thunder  are  you, 
anyway?"  Then  as  he  peered  closer  a  light  of  recognition 
appeared  in  his  eyes.  "Well,  by  Jupiter,  it's  the  summer 
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parson !  Dancing  at  a  wedding  and  sitting  in  dark  corners 
with  a  pretty  girl!  Well,  young  man,  guess  a  parson 
couldn't  do  much  harm.  But  this  is  my  sister  and  I  got 
to  take  care  of  her.  Come  on,  Merry,  it's  time  to  eat." 

Merry  turned  to  Burrell.  "You  come  with  us,  too,"  she 
said.  "And  don't  mind  Harry.  He  doesn't  mean  half 
he  says." 

Burrell  followed  them  toward  the  house.  At  the  porch 
Merry  stopped.  "I'd  better  go  back  for  John.  He'll  be 
looking  for  me." 

Harry  grasped  her  arm  roughly.  "No,  by  gum!  You're 
not  going  back  for  John!  He  sure  shows  the  bohunk  in 
him  on  an  occasion  like  this.  He's  as  drunk  as  a  hoot  owl!" 

A  granary  had  been  turned  into  a  dining  hall,  and  the 
long  table  was  piled  high  with  large  plates  of  bread,  roast 
duck,  fat  pork,  dill  pickles,  cabbage  rolls  and  poppy  seed 
paste.  Merry's  appetite  was  good  and  Burrell  wondered 
where  on  earth  she  put  all  the  food.  The  ceiling  was 
black  with  flies  and  they  spoiled  what  appetite  he  had. 
Fat  women  with  three-cornered  shawls  on  their  heads  kept 
piling  food  on  the  table.  The  wine,  heat,  flies  and  the 
sight  of  so  much  food  started  Burrell's  stomach,  already 
upset  by  the  raw  liquor,  churning.  He  felt  himself  growing 
pale  and  begged  to  be  excused.  He  went  outside  and 
leaned  against  the  side  of  the  building.  The  fresh  air 
made  him  feel  better,  but  he  realized  that  he  was  not  yet 
ready  to  return  to  the  cluttered,  odorous  room.  He'd  just 
stick  around  outside  for  a  while. 

He  turned  to  walk  off  toward  the  yard  and  saw  John 
Fietarobitz  coming  toward  him,  his  face  twisted  in  jealous 
rage.  His  eyes  were  glassy  and  his  fists  were  clenched. 
Burrell  thought  that  he  had  never  seen  a  man  so  drunk 
and  still  able  to  stay  on  his  feet. 

He  came  straight  up  to  Burrell.  "Where  did  you  leave 
my  girl?"  he  snarled. 


44  GHOST   LIGHT 

Burrell  lit  a  cigarette  casually.  "Your  girl?  Is  she 
your  girl?  I  didn't  know!" 

"The  devil  you  didn't!  Everyone  knows  that  Merry's 
my  girl!' 

"Well,  where  I  come  from  we  label  them,"  he  said 
easily  pushing  John  out  of  his  way.  "You  know — a  ring 
with  a  diamond!" 

But  John  caught  his  arm,  twirled  him  around.  "Where 
I  come  from  we  keep  them  to  ourselves!"  he  shouted. 

Burrell  was  beginning  to  lose  his  temper.  "You  aren't 
going  about  it  in  a  very  good  way.  You're  drunk!" 

"Drunk,  eh?  Well,  my  gum,  I'm  not  too  drunk  to 
give  you  what  you  deserve!" 

John's  fist  shot  out  and  caught  the  surprised  Burrell 
under  the  chin.  In  a  moment  they  were  into  it,  thick  and 
fast.  Burrell  knew  a  little  about  boxing.  He  had  learned 
it  in  the  college  gymnasium  and  he  shot  one  back,  protect- 
ing himself  at  the  same  time;  but  as  he  received  a  series 
of  blows  in  return  he  realized  that  John  had  been  to  college 
too.  Burrell  had  the  advantage  of  being  sober,  but  John 
was  taller  and  heavier.  John  delivered  a  stunning,  blinding 
blow  to  the  head,  and  Burrell  felt  his  knees  crumple 
beneath  him.  Then  he  remembered  nothing  more. 

John,  still  muddled  about  it  all,  stood  over  him  and 
looked  down  at  him.  Burrell  lay  cold  and  still,  apparently 
not  even  breathing.  A  dreadful  fear  rose  in  John's  heart. 
Had  he  killed  him?  He  looked  about.  No  one  was  near. 
Every  one  was  inside  eating.  He'd  slip  back  and  no  one 
would  ever  know  that  he'd  had  anything  to  do  with  it.  But 
as  he  turned  to  go  he  heard  footsteps  and  realized  that 
it  was  too  late.  Someone  was  coming.  It  was  Gerald 
Mattson. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


"What's  happened  here,  Fietarobitz?"  Gerald  asked, 
taking  in  the  situation  at  a  glance.  "Been  having  a  fight?" 

"Yes!"  John's  teeth  were  chattering  and  in  his  horror 
and  fear  he  was  no  longer  the  school  teacher  with  a  veneer 
of  college  education,  but  an  ignorant,  superstitious  "bo- 
bunk".  Gerald  gave  him  a  scornful  glance,  wishing  Merry 
could  see  him  now,  and  bent  over  the  still  form  of  Burrell 
Chick.  The  faint  beating  of  the  parson's  heart  reassured 
him,  but  in  that  moment  while  he  knelt  there,  the  plan 
to  get  rid  of  John  Fietarobitz  took  form  in  Gerald's  mind. 
He  rose  and  faced  him. 

"Good  gosh,  man!  Do  you  know  what  you've  done? 
You've  killed  him!" 

John's  trembling  increased.  "I — I  didn't  know  I  hit 
him  so  hard!  What  will  I  do?" 

"The  law  will  be  here  in  a  short  time,"  Gerald  said 
evenly.  "If  he  were  one  of  your  people  you  might  get 
away  with  it,  but  this  fellow  is  too  well  known.  If  I  were 
you,  I'd  beat  it.  You  can't  cover  this  up." 

"No,  I  don't  suppose  I  can." 

"Do  you  think  you  could  drive  a  car?" 

"Why — yes,  I  think  so.  I'm  sober  now!  But  what  do 
you  mean — you'll  help  me  get  away?" 

"Yes,"  Gerald  answered.   "I'll  help  you." 

"Gosh,  that's  good  of  you!  I've  got  a  friend  in  Gilbert 
Plains  who  will  keep  me  until  I  get  some  of  this  brew 
boiled  out  of  me.  But  I  haven't  got  a  car." 
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"You  can  take  ours,"  Gerald  answered.  "We'll  get 
home  all  right.  You'd  better  hurry." 

"But  I'd  like  to  see  Merry  first." 

"No  time,"  Gerald  said  firmly.  "Some  one  is  liable  to 
come  along  here  any  minute." 

"Well,  will  you  tell  her  that  I'll  get  in  touch  with  her 
as  soon  as  possible?"  He  took  another  look  at  the  man 
on  the  ground,  and  his  lip  curled.  "He  had  no  business 
fooling  around  her — she's  mine!" 

Gerald  brushed  that  aside.  "You  take  the  flivver  and 
I  won't  report  it  stolen  until  tomorrow  morning.  That 
will  give  you  time  to  get  away.  Leave  it  abandoned  in 
Gilbert  Plains  and  we'll  go  down  there  and  pick  it  up. 
Now  hurry.  The  car  is  on  the  west  side  of  the  gate  and 
the  keys  are  in  it." 

John  stopped  for  a  moment  longer  to  grasp  Gerald's 
hand,  then  turned  swiftly  away.  Gerald  watched  him  go, 
a  twisted  smile  on  his  lips.  Fate  certainly  had  played  into 
his  hands  in  answering  his  wish  to  get  rid  of  John 
Fietarobitz ! 

He  turned  again  to  where  Burrell  Chick  lay.  Even  now 
he  was  showing  signs  of  stirring.  Gerald  went  into  the 
house,  filled  a  cup  with  wine  and  took  it  back.  He  lifted 
Burrell's  head  and  put  the  cup  to  his  lips,  but  Burrell, 
coming  to,  pushed  it  away. 

"Whew!  That  was  some  knock-out  blow  that  fellow 
gave  me!"  he  said  a  moment  later,  shaking  his  head  and 
rubbing  the  back  of  his  neck.  He  looked  up  at  Gerald 
and  grinned.  "That  Fietarobitz  sure  packs  a  wallop.  I'd 
like  to  have  another  chance  at  him.  Where  is  he  anyway?" 

"I  don't  know,"  Gerald  lied.  "I  came  along  and  found 
you  lying  here.  You'd  better  lean  back  against  the  wall 
and  get  your  bearings  before  you  try  to  get  up." 

And  as  Burrell's  head  was  still  reeling  he  took  Gerald's 
advice. 
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Inside  Merry  was  trying  to  dance  with  Harry.  They 
had  finished  eating  and  returned  to  the  dance  floor,  and 
still  there  was  no  sight  of  John  Fietarobitz.  Merry's  eyes 
were  all  over  the  place  looking  for  him. 

"No  use  looking  for  Feather  Rubbige,"  Harry  laughed. 
"I  imagine  he's  crawled  into  a  haystack  somewhere.  He 
was  pretty  tight  the  last  time  I  saw  him." 

Gerald  and  Burrell  came  back  in,  and  Burrell  sat 
against  the  wall  while  Gerald  danced  with  Alice  Bulyko. 
Alice,  a  pretty,  lovable  girl,  was  in  the  seventh  heaven  of 
delight  when  tall  Gerald  Mattson  asked  her  to  dance.  He 
had  never  asked  her  before,  and  since  he  had  always 
represented  the  hero  of  her  dreams,  it  was  a  momentous 
occasion  for  her.  She  was  graceful  and  light  on  her  feet, 
and  Gerald,  glancing  down,  was  surprised  to  see  how 
attractive  she  was.  But  now  his  mind  was  too  filled  with 
the  triumph  of  the  trick  he  had  played  on  John  Fietarobitz 
to  pay  Alice  much  attention.  Merry  called  to  him  as  he 
danced  by. 

"Gerald,  have  you  seen  John?" 

"No,"  Gerald  called  back,  "And  the  less  I  see  of  him 
the  better  I  like  him." 

The  evening  wore  on.  Burrell  swallowed  a  couple  of 
aspirin  he  had  in  his  pocket  and  felt  better.  Merry  scarcely 
took  her  eyes  from  the  doorway,  watching  for  John. 
Finally  she  got  rid  of  Harry  and  started  out  to  look  for 
him.  Burrell  watched  her  and  met  her  when  she  returned. 

"Looking  for  someone?"  he  asked. 

Tears  glistened  in  her  eyes.  "Yes,  I  am.  John  Fie- 
tarobitz. And  it's  your  fault  that  he's  gone." 

"Mine?  Why?" 

"He  saw  me  leave  the  house  with  you  and  didn't  like 
it."  She  sat  down  on  the  step  looking  very  disconsolate, 
and  Burrell  sat  beside  her. 
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"I'm  sorry,"  he  said.  "I  didn't  think.  Do  you  like 
him  so  much?" 

Merry  began  to  cry  and  Burrell  slipped  an  arm  about 
her,  thinking  it  had  been  worth  being  knocked  out  by  John 
Fietarobitz  if  he  could  have  this  moment.  She  did  not 
draw  away,  but  continued  to  sob  like  a  child.  Burrell 
suspected  that  her  tears  were  more  than  half  caused  by 
anger. 

Presently  Harry  and  Gerald  came  out.  "Time  to  go 
home,  Babe,"  Harry  said,  and  Merry  dried  her  tears 
hastily.  She  felt  that  it  would  be  more  than  she  could 
bear  if  Harry  started  an  argument  about  John  now.  Burrell 
walked  with  them  as  far  as  the  gate  and  when  they  reached 
the  place  where  the  car  had  been  parked,  Harry  stopped 
in  amazement. 

"Well,  Holy  Jehosophat!  Where's  the  car?" 

"Looks  as  though  some  one  has  helped  themselves  to 
it!"  Gerald  answered  and  joined  in  the  hunt.  Several  other 
men  came  out  and  joined  in  the  search,  but  soon  gave  it  up. 

"Looks  like  it's  the  shank's  ponies  for  us."  Harry  said. 
"Gerald,  you  get  somebody  to  take  you  in  to  town  and 
report  this  to  the  police." 

"I'll  do  it  first  thing  in  the  morning,"  Gerald  promised. 
"It's  too  late  now  for  anything  to  be  done  about  it!" 

"I  guess  you're  right,"  Harry  admitted.  "Well,  come 
on — let's  start.  It'll  be  daylight  by  the  time  we  get  home 
now." 

Burrell  only  too  gladly  offered  to  take  Merry  on  his 
horse  with  him.  She  agreed  and  they  started  off  with 
Merry  behind  Burrell,  her  arms  clasped  tightly  about  his 
waist,  while  Gerald  and  Harry  trudged  off  on  foot  down 
the  ridge  road. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


John  Fietarobitz  didn't  know  how  he  ever  reached 
Gilbert  Plains.  The  thought  that  he  had  killed  a  man  kept 
running  through  his  muddled  mind  and  when  he  finally 
located  Ralph  Gourd's  rooms  and  was  met  at  the  door  by 
a  very  sleepy,  a  pajama-clad  young  man,  he  didn't  even 
stop  for  a  greeting  but  blurted  out,  "Ralph,  I've  killed  a 
man!  Do  you  hear  me?  Killed  him!" 

"Hush!"  Ralph,  fully  awake  now,  pulled  him  inside 
and  shook  him.  "Now  be  quiet  and  tell  me  what's  wrong?" 

John  related  his  story  as  well  as  he  could  and  Ralph 
finally  had  him  quieted  down.  He  was  a  matter-of-fact 
young  man  who  quickly  comprehended  the  situation  and 
took  charge  of  it. 

"Now,  see  here,  old  man,  you  get  into  this  bed  and  get 
some  sleep!  "You  smell  like  a  brewery.  I'm  going  to 
drive  that  car  away  from  here,  leave  it  some  place  and  in 
the  morning  we'll  figure  out  something  between  us!" 

When  he  returned  a  short  time  later  John,  still  under 
the  influence  of  liquor,  was  snoring.  Ralph  crawled  in 
beside  him,  but  lay  staring  into  space,  trying  to  think  how 
he  might  best  help  his  friend.  He  and  John  had  been 
room-mates  at  college  and  more  than  once  the  Galician 
boy  had  gone  out  of  his  way  to  help  him  on  difficult 
problems,  and  Ralph  had  grown  very  fond  of  him.  He 
hated  to  get  mixed  up  in  a  murder,  of  course,  and  if  John's 
muddled  story  of  the  night  before  was  correct,  he  could 
be  held  for  harboring  a  criminal.  But  Ralph  Gourd  was 
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the  sort  of  man  who  did  not  consider  such  things  when 
friendship  was  involved. 

At  an  early  hour  he  awakened  John  who  sat  up  with  a 
start.  "Where  am  I?"  Then  a  look  of  despair  and  fear 
crossed  his  face.  "Oh,  yes — I  remember  now!  I've  got 
to  get  out  of  here!" 

"Now  just  keep  your  shirt  on!"  Ralph  advised  calmly. 
"You're  as  safe  here  as  you  would  be  any  place." 

Later  as  they  breakfasted  John  asked,  "Do  you  have  a 
suggestion  or  two  you  might  offer?" 

Ralph  answered  after  a  moment.  "I've  been  thinking 
and  the  more  I  think  the  better  my  idea  seems!" 

"Let's  have  it!" 

"Well,  school  starts  here  September  first,"  Ralph  went 
on.  "I  hate  the  thought  of  it.  I  don't  know  what  on  earth 
ever  gave  me  the  idea  that  I'd  like  to  teach.  I  wouldn't 
mind  breaking  my  contract  one  bit.  What  would  you 
think  of  going  up  north  of  the  Pas  and  hibernating  for  a 
year  or  two?  The  trapping  should  be  good  up  there." 

"A  year  or  two?  But — I  couldn't  do  that!" 

"Why  not?"  Ralph  glanced  at  John  sharply.  "A  girl?" 

"Yes." 

"When  she  finds  out  what's  happened,  she'll  under- 
stand why  you  had  to  go  away,  won't  she?" 

"Yes — I  suppose  so.  We  couldn't  get  married  for 
some  time  anyway."  His  eyes  lit  up.  "I  could  send  for 
her  later,  couldn't  I?  After  things  blow  over.  She'd  come 
to  me  anywhere!" 

"Sure." 

John  was  silent  for  a  moment,  thinking  of  all  Ralph's 
suggestion  might  mean.  "But  I  haven't  much  money  with 
me,"  he  continued.  "I  have  a  little  in  the  bank  at  Duphin, 
but  if  I  show  up  to  get  it,  they'll  pick  me  up  for  sure. 
I  was  saving  it  to  get  married." 

Ralph  unlocked  a  small  tool  chest  and  brought  out 
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several  pads  of  bills,  neatly  bound  with  elastic  bands. 
"Not  much,  old  timer,  but  enough  to  get  us  some  dogs 
and  food  for  the  winter,"  he  explained.  "We'll  pack 
enough  on  our  backs  to  keep  two  or  three  weeks,  fix  up 
a  cabin  and  when  the  first  snow  falls  I'll  come  back  out, 
get  the  dogs  and  sled  and  pack  in  enough  food,  clothing 
and  blankets  to  last  until  spring.  You'll  be  able  to  make 
enough  on  your  fur  to  pay  your  share.  How  about  it?" 

"Sounds  fine  to  me,"  John  agreed.  "I  have  to  go 
somewhere  and  I  guess  I'll  be  as  safe  there  as  any  place. 
Wish  I  could  get  word  to  Merry,  but  the  post-office  will 
be  looking  for  clues.  A  letter  in  my  handwriting  would  be 
a  nail  in  my  coffin." 

"Never  mind.  I  have  a  cousin  here  who  will  write 
her  a  letter.  I'll  see  her  this  afternoon.  She  can  drop  your 
girl  a  line.  Write  her  address  down  and  I'll  put  it  in  my 
pocket.  Better  yet,  write  the  letter  yourself  and  she  can 
put  it  in  an  envelope  and  address  it.  You  wash  up  the 
dishes  while  I  go  out  and  see  if  I  can  hunt  up  some  sort 
of  a  disguise  for  you." 

The  rest  of  the  afternoon  was  spent  packing  and 
delivering  Ralph's  personal  things  to  his  cousin's  house. 
The  notes,  too,  were  delivered  and  John  had  her  promise 
to  send  them  on  at  once.  By  ten-thirty  that  night  they  were 
boarding  a  train  for  the  Pas. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


Burrell  and  Merry  rode  along  the  ridge,  passing  Gerald 
and  Harry  on  foot. 

Burrell  was  enjoying  to  the  fullest  the  turn  events  had 
taken.  Here  he  was,  riding  down  the  ridge,  on  a  starry 
night,  with  the  girl  he  had  been  dreaming  about.  If  there 
were  only  some  way  he  could  get  her  mind  away  from  the 
missing  John. 

"Did  you  ever  think  you'd  be  riding  down  this  road 
with  a  parson?"  he  asked. 

Merry  laughed.  "No,  I  didn't.  In  fact,  I  never  thought 
I'd  know  a  parson.  The  only  church  I  have  ever  been  to 
is  the  Greek  Catholic  at  Sifton.  You  know — the  church 
with  the  thing  on  top  that  looks  like  an  onion.  John  and 
I  go  occasionally."  A  shadow  crossed  her  face.  "I  wonder 
where  John  went?  Strange  that  he  should  disappear  like 
that.  Do  you  suppose  he  could  have  taken  our  car?  I 
can't  imagine  him  doing  anything  like  that!" 

Burrell  felt  his  jaw.  He  could  imagine  that  fellow 
doing  almost  anything.  Personally  he  hoped  that  John 
had  gone  for  good.  It  would  be  nice  to  meet  Merry  at 
Winnipeg  and  get  better  acquainted,  without  her  thoughts 
being  constantly  on  Fietarobitz. 

Merry  tried  to  make  conversation.  "Do  you  ever  race 
your  horse?  You  couldn't  keep  my  Dock  quiet  like  this. 
The  minute  you  get  on  his  back  he  wants  to  gallop." 

"Remember  there  are  two  of  us,"  Burrell  replied. 
"But  if  you  want  to  see  him  go,  I'll  show  you!" 
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He  flicked  the  reins  and  the  horse,  surprised  into  action, 
was  off  down  the  road  like  a  streak  of  lightning.  Merry 
gasped  and  hung  on  to  Burrell's  waist  for  all  she  was 
worth.  The  night  wind  was  cold  and  exhilarating  against 
their  faces.  Burrell  laughed,  wishing  they  might  go  on 
like  this  forever.  Then,  before  either  knew  what  had 
happened,  the  horse  stumbled  over  a  stone  in  the  road  and 
they  were  stretched  flat  on  the  ground.  The  horse  jogged 
on  a  little  further,  then  came  back  to  stand  patiently 
beside  them. 

Merry  sat  up,  pushed  the  hair  out  of  her  eyes,  and 
laughed.  Burrell  tried  to  move,  but  as  he  did  so  a  sharp 
pain  went  through  his  leg.  He  groaned  and  leaned  back 
on  his  elbow.  Merry,  instantly  alarmed  sprang  to  his  side. 
"Are  you  hurt?"  She  had  been  thrown  from  a  horse  so 
many  times  without  injury  that  it  seemed  impossible  that 
anyone  could  be  hurt  so  easily. 

"I  think  it's  my  femur,"  Burrell  gasped  through  lips 
white  with  pain. 

"Your  what?" 

"My  femur — this  large  bone  in  my  leg.  I  believe  it's 
broken."  He  smiled,  ghastly.  "You  see,  Merry,  I  am  really 
a  medical  student  and  I  know  all  the  symptoms." 

"Broken!"  Merry  cried  in  distress.  "I'd  better  drag 
you  off  the  road!" 

"No,  I'll  just  lie  right  here,"  he  answered.  "Pull  the 
saddle  off  the  horse  and  put  it  under  my  head.  If  someone 
comes  along,  hail  them." 

It  was  fully  fifteen  minutes  before  the  Bulykos,  Harry 
and  Gerald  appeared  on  the  scene. 

"Good  God!"  Harry  exclaimed  as  they  all  jumped  out 
to  render  assistance.  "A  broken  leg  and  two  miles  from 
the  house!  Well,  he'll  have  to  grin  and  bear  it." 

They  tried  to  pick  him  and  put  him  in  the  back  of  the 
democrat,  but  Burrell  howled  with  pain.  Cold  sweat 
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covered  his  forehead  and  rimmed  his  lips,  and  Merry's 
heart  ached  for  him. 

"Whittle  down  a  little  tree,"  he  begged,  "and  strap  it 
on  my  leg.  That  will  help  some." 

Gerald  went  to  the  side  of  the  road,  found  a  small 
pole  and  after  stripping  off  the  branches,  they  placed  it 
alongside  of  his  thigh  and  strapped  it  on  with  their  belts. 
Burrell  gave  directions  as  to  how  it  should  be  done  and 
soon  they  were  able  to  load  him  in.  They  walked  the 
horses  the  next  two  miles  to  make  it  a  little  easier  on  him, 
but  by  the  time  they  arrived  at  the  Mattson  house  Burrell 
was  in  a  dead  faint,  cold  perspiration  standing  out  all 
over  him.  They  put  him  to  bed  in  the  downstairs  bedroom 
and  gentle  Alice  Bulyko  thoughtfully  put  a  pillow  under 
his  thigh  and  leg  before  she  and  her  father  continued  on 
their  way  home. 

"What  about  my  belt?"  Mr.  Bulyko  asked  as  they 
prepared  to  depart.  It  was  a  good  belt  and  he  didn't 
have  another. 

"To  hell  with  your  belt!"  Harry  shouted.  "Here — tie 
up  your  pants  with  a  piece  of  binder  twine.  We'll  have 
to  leave  these  belts  on  him  until  we  can  get  some  help 
out  here.  Good  God!  Eighteen  miles  to  the  nearest 
doctor!  Merry,  get  to  the  telephone  and  see  if  you  can 
wake  up  that  sleepy  operator." 

Merry  turned  the  handle  again  and  again  but  got  no 
reply.  There  were  eight  other  parties  on  the  line,  and  by 
the  time  she  finally  aroused  the  drowsy  operator  she  had 
heard  every  one  of  those  receivers  go  up.  Everyone  in  the 
community  would  know  of  the  accident  by  morning. 

Dr.  Morris  was  out  in  the  south  of  town  on  a  maternity 
case,  his  wife  said,  and  she  didn't  know  just  how  soon  he 
would  be  in.  She  promised  that  he  would  come  to  the 
Mattsons  as  soon  as  he  came  back.  Between  five  o'clock 
in  the  morning  and  three-thirty  the  next  afternoon  when 
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the  doctor  finally  came,  Burrell  suffered  untold  tortures. 
He  tried  his  best  to  keep  from  groaning,  but  the  pain 
was  almost  more  than  he  could  endure. 

The  boys  went  to  bed  and  slept,  but  Merry  stayed  up 
and  kept  a  cold  towel  on  Burrell's  forehead.  She  was  so 
busy  that  for  the  time  being  she  almost  forgot  John. 

When  the  doctor  arrived,  he  said  quite  cheerfully,  after 
examining  the  leg,  "Well,  well,  young  man!  You  surely 
do  believe  in  doing  things  up  brown!  That's  a  deuce  of 
a  fracture  you  have  there!" 

Burrell  groaned.  "I  was  afraid  of  that.  I  came  out 
here  this  summer  to  pick  up  a  little  money.  Guess  I  might 
just  as  well  have  saved  my  breath.  I  have  insurance  though. 
That  will  help  some." 

"There's  a  hospital  in  Dauphin.  Would  you  like  to 
go  there?" 

"I  hate  the  thoughts  of  moving  again.  Besides  I'm 
afraid  of  an  embolism." 

"What  do  you  know  of  emboli?"  the  doctor  asked 
in  surprise. 

"Just  enough,"  Burrell  replied,  "to  make  me  skeptical 
of  moving.  I'm  in  my  last  year  of  medicine.  I  was  only 
preaching  to  pick  up  a  little  cash  to  help  out.  Couldn't 
you  fix  me  up  right  here?" 

"Of  course  you  must  leave  him  here,  doctor,"  Merry 
put  in  anxiously.  "I  feel  sort  of  responsible  for  him.  You 
see,  I  was  the  one  who  wanted  him  to  race  the  horse!" 

The  doctor  looked  around  thoughtfully.  "Well,  we 
might  put  blocks  under  that  bed  and  I  could  show  this 
young  lady  how  to  give  a  hypodermic.  I  suppose  I  could 
bring  Dan  Henry  from  Gilbert  Plains  with  his  portable 
X-ray  and — well — I  have  taken  care  of  fractures  in  worse 
places  than  this!  Can't  do  much  today  though.  Too  much 
swelling.  We'll  just  put  on  a  light  extention."  He  took 
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his  hypodermic  syringe  from  his  case  and  gave  Burrell 
one-half  grain  of  morphine. 

"Now,  young  lady,"  he  said,  turning  to  Merry,  "how 
about  a  cup  of  good  strong  tea  while  I  wait  for  that  hypo 
to  hook  in?  You  know,  I  didn't  get  much  sleep  last  night." 

Merry  bustled  around  and  soon  placed  before  the 
doctor  a  tray  containing  the  hot  tea  and  bread  and 
preserves.  By  the  time  he  had  finished  Burrell  was  getting 
decidedly  drowsy.  Dr.  Morris  tore  off  six  large  strips  of 
tape  and  stretched  them  from  the  top  of  Burrell's  thigh 
to  well  below  his  foot. 

"Now,"  he  said,  turning  to  Gerald  and  Harry  who 
had  come  in  and  were  watching  the  procedure  with  much 
interest,  "You  fellows  will  have  to  find  me  a  block  of 
wood  about  three  quarters  of  an  inch  thick  and — oh,  say, 
three  and  a  half  inches  square.  Also  some  good  strong 
clothes  line  and  a  pulley." 

Gerald  found  the  clothes  line  and  Harry  the  block  and 
pulley.  The  doctor  burned  a  hole  through  the  center  of 
the  block  with  the  poker  and  fastened  the  rope  through  it. 
He  placed  the  tapes  around  the  bottom  of  the  block  and 
hung  the  rope  over  the  pulley,  which  he  had  wired  to  the 
bottom  of  the  bed. 

"Now  for  a  weight,"  he  said.  "Here — give  me  that 
water  pail."  He  hung  the  pail  on  the  end  of  the  rope, 
and  put  in  a  couple  of  stones.  "I  guess  you'll  have  to  be 
the  nurse,"  he  said  to  Merry.  'He'll  have  to  have  a 
hypodermic  every  six  hours." 

He  showed  her  how  to  sterilize  the  syringe  and  how 
many  tablets  to  use  each  time.  "Add  one  stone  about  the 
size  of  these  others  day  after  tomorrow  and  two  more  in 
a  couple  of  days  more.  I'll  be  back  out  in  a  week  and 
we'll  see  what  we  can  do  then.  Call  me  if  you  need  me 
before  then." 

Burrell  was  exhausted  and  dozed  off  to  sleep  and  calm 
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settled  over  the  house  for  the  first  time.  Now  that  things 
seemed  to  be  settled  Harry,  as  usual,  began  to  think  of  his 
stomach.  "How  about  supper,  Merry?" 

"How  about  you  getting  it  tonight?"  she  asked.  There 
were  circles  of  fatigue  under  her  dark  eyes.  "I  didn't 
get  any  sleep  last  night,  you  know,  and  I  probably  won't 
get  much  tonight." 

"Oh,  you  ought  to  get  some,"  Harry  assured  her. 
"He'll  probably  sleep  off  and  on.  You  can  sleep  on  the 
couch  and  he  can  call  if  he  needs  you." 

"Oh,  I  wasn't  thinking  of  him!  You'll  have  to  take 
care  of  him  for  a  while.  I'm  going  back  to  the  wedding!" 

Gerald  rose  in  alarm.  "Indeed  you're  not!"  He  cried 
in  angry  protest. 

"But  I  must,"  she  answered  firmly.  "I  have  to  find 
John.  I'm  so  worried."  The  tears  felt  stingingly  hot 
behind  her  eyelids. 

"It  seems  to  me  that  you'd  let  him  find  you!"  Gerald 
growled.  "But  if  you're  so  anxious,  I'll  go.  I've  got  to 
look  for  the  car  anyway." 

After  much  argument  it  was  settled  and  Gerald  started 
out  on  foot,  refusing  Merry's  offer  of  her  horse,  saying 
that  if  he  should  find  the  car  he  would  have  no  way 
of  bringing  Dock  home. 

That  night  Merry  slept  fitfully,  waking  often  to  give 
Burrell  a  drink  or  a  hypodermic,  and  to  listen  with  strain- 
ing, anxious  ears  for  Gerald's  return  with  news  of  John 
Fietarobitz. 


58  GHOST   LKJHT 


CHAPTER  IX. 


Gerald  did  go  back  to  the  wedding  as  he  had  promised, 
but  instead  of  going  in  he  borrowed  Mike  Gerbinski's  car 
and  drove  to  Gilbert  Plains.  He  located  the  night  watch, 
inquired  about  the  missing  car,  and  learned  a  car  answer- 
ing his  description  stood  abandoned  in  front  of  the  Safe 
Way  store.  He  found  it  without  trouble,  hooked  it  to  the 
back  of  Mike's  car  and  was  home  by  five  o'clock  in  the 
morning.  Merry  met  him  at  the  door,  her  eyes  wide  with 
alarm  and  dread  of  she  knew  not  what. 

"John  wasn't  at  the  wedding,"  Gerald  said,  "but  I 
found  the  car  in  Gilbert  Plains." 

"Gerald,  you  aren't  teasing  me,  are  you?  Wasn't  he 
really  there?  Hadn't  anyone  seen  him?  Did  you  ask?" 
Her  breath  was  coming  in  despairing  little  gasps  and  for 
a  moment  Gerald's  heart  smote  him.  He  avoided  meeting 
her  eyes. 

"No,  Merry,  I'm  telling  you  the  truth.  He  isn't  to  be 
found.  But  don't  worry — he's  just  gone  off  somewhere 
to  get  over  his  drunk!"  He  changed  the  subject  hastily." 

As  soon  as  it  was  daylight  Mrs.  Masters  had  begun 
telephoning  as  she  was  simply  bursting  with  the  news  of 
the  minister's  accident.  She  called  Mrs.  Thompson  first. 

"Did  you  hear  about  our  parson?"  she  asked,  her  high, 
cracked  voice  rolling  ecstatically  over  the  choice  morsel 
of  gossip. 
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Mrs.  Thompson  was  instantly  on  the  defensive.  She 
had  listened  in  on  Merry's  conversation,  too,  but  she  had 
no  love  for  Lenna  Masters,  and  though  she  was  disaj> 
pointed  in  Burrell  she  didn't  intend  to  let  her  know  it. 

"No,"  she  answered.   "What  about  him?" 

"What  about  him?  Don't  you  know  he  didn't  sleep 
at  your  place  last  night." 

"Oh,  he  often  sleeps  late — seldom  eats  breakfast.  I 
thought  he  was  still  in  his  room." 

"Well,  go  up  and  look  and  you'll  find  out  he  ain't 
there!  He's  up  there  on  the  ridge  at  Mattson's.  Mattson's 
of  all  places — and  he's  sick!" 

"Sick?  Who  told  you?" 

"  '"Well,  to  tell  the  truth,"  Mrs.  Masters  admitted,  "I 
listened  over  the  telephone!  I  don't  do  anything  like  that 
very  often,  but  I'm  glad  I  did  for  we  ought  to  know  the 
true  facts  about  Mr.  Chick.  Merry  Mattson  called  the 
doctor  and  they  think  he  has  a  broken  leg!  How  do  you 
suppose  he  got  up  there?  Some  minister  we  have,  I'd  say, 
visiting  the  boot-legger.  I'll  bet  he's  a  drinking  man!" 

As  soon  as  this  conversation  was  ended,  Mrs.  Masters 
called  Mrs.  Hansen.  Mrs.  Hansen  called  Mrs.  Jones  and 
Mrs.  Jones  relayed  the  message  to  Mrs.  Brock.  By  noon 
all  who  had  not  been  listening  over  the  telephone  knew 
the  story.  It  had  grown  from  bad  to  worse,  with  each 
telling,  and  they  soon  had  Burrell  drunk  and  falling  down 
the  stairs,  while  the  Mattson  boys  had  beaten  him  up  for 
making  love  to  their  sister! 

Forgotten  was  the  summer  of  hard  work  Burrell  had 
put  in.  Forgotten  were  all  the  friendly  calls  he  had  made. 
Forgotten  was  the  fact  that  he  had  organized  the  first 
choir  their  church  had  ever  had.  Not  one  kind  word  was 
spoken  for  him. 

On  Tuesday  afternoon  the  Ladies'  Aid  met  as  usual, 
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but  this  time  every  member  was  present.  They  could 
hardly  wait  until  the  minutes  of  the  last  meeting  and  the 
treasurer's  report  were  read,  to  burst  into  a  hum  of  gossip. 

"I  knew  it!"  Mrs.  Hansen  cried.  "Didn't  I  tell  you 
from  the  start  that  I  didn't  like  the  looks  of  his  face? 
Didn't  I  tell  you  that  it  would  be  better  to  pay  a  little 
more  and  get  an  ordained  minister.  Didn't  I  tell  you  so?" 

Mrs.  Hansen  leaned  forward  and  spoke  in  a  low, 
horrified  tone.  "I've  been  told  that  they  have  been  sending 
out  law  and  medical  students  to  preach  the  gospel!  Of 
course  I  don't  know  how  true  that  is!" 

Mrs.  Brock,  a  small,  gentle  woman  who  had  liked 
Burrell,  asked  if  anyone  thought  they  should  appoint  a 
committee  to  go  and  see  Mr.  Chick. 

"Committee!"  Mrs.  Masters  exclaimed  in  righteous 
indignation.  "To  go  to  that  den  of  out-laws!  Well,  I 
guess  not!" 

Mrs.  Thomson  pleaded  that  they  at  least  send  a  basket 
of  food  in  recognition  of  the  service  he  had  rendered  them. 
"The  dear  Lord  what  they'll  feed  him  up  there,"  she 
said  sadly. 

The  ladies  finally  agreed  to  this  and  it  was  decided 
that  Mr.  Hansen  deliver  the  basket.  Of  course  when  the 
question  came  up  about  having  this  same  minister  back 
another  year,  he  was  definitely  ruled  out. 

Mrs.  Masters  said,  "When  Lars  Hansen  gets  up  there 
he'll  likely  give  those  two  chumps  a  piece  of  his  mind! 
Him  with  four  sons  buried  over  there  in  France,  while  they 
lived  on  the  fat  of  the  land!  I  suppose  that  Merry  is  in 
her  glory  now  with  a  man  around  to  play  up  to.  When 
she  gets  through  with  Mr.  Chick  she'll  have  another  scalp 
to  hang  on  her  belt!" 

"You  know,"  Mrs.  Tom  Teevins  interrupted,  "no 
matter  what  the  minister  has  done,  we  still  have  to  pay 
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him.  That's  the  sad  part  of  it.  Three  hundred  dollars 
don't  grow  on  bushes!" 

This  turned  their  thoughts  to  ways  and  means  of 
raising  the  necessary  money  and  a  fowl  supper  was  decided 
upon.  A  date  was  set  and  as  it  was  almost  five  o'clock 
the  meeting  was  adjourned. 

When  Mrs.  Hansen  told  her  husband  that  he  would 
have  to  take  the  basket  to  Mattson's,  he  flew  into  a  rage. 
Mere  mention  of  that  hated  name  was  enough  to  set  him 
off.  He  never  could  forget  that  while  his  boys  were  knee 
deep  in  mud,  with  shells  falling  all  around  them,  the 
Mattsons  were  at  home  safe  and  sound,  coining  money. 
However,  since  he  had  been  elected  he  agreed  to  take  the 
basket,  vowing  however  that  he  would  simply  place  it  on 
the  porch  and  come  away. 

The  next  afternoon  tarts,  little  cakes  and  preserves 
started  coming  in  from  all  corners  and  a  basket  that 
Burrell  couldn't  have  eaten  in  a  year  was  prepared.  After 
the  evening  chores  were  done,  Mr.  Hansen  cranked  up  his 
old  car  and  started  out. 

Merry  met  him  at  the  door  an£  received  the  basket. 
The  gesture  seemed  very  kind  and  thoughtful  to  her  and 
she  asked  pleasantly,  "Won't  you  come  in  and  see  Mr. 
Chick?" 

On  Lars  Hansen 's  seamed  face  there  appeared  a  look 
of  scorn  and  hatred.  "Not  by  a  jugful!"  he  shouted.  "I 
think  I've  done  well  to  come  into  your  yard!" 

Merry,  already  overwrought  by  worry  and  loss  of  sleep, 
felt  the  hot  blood  dye  her  cheeks.  It  was  all  she  could  do 
to  keep  from  throwing  the  contents  of  the  basket  in  Lars 
Hansen's  face.  But  after  all,  it  was  Burrell's  property,  not 
hers.  With  mounting  anger  she  cried,  "Oh,  so  that's  the 
way  you  feel  about  us!  I  suppose  you  think  we  don't 
have  anything  to  eat  around  here!"  The  words  choked  in 
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her  throat.  "If  that's  the  kind  of  Christianity  Mr.  Chick 
has  been  pumping  into  you  people,  he  must  be  some 
minister!  When  he  gets  to  feeling  better  I'll  tell  him 
about  it!"  And  she  slammed  the  door  in  his  face! 

Mr.  Hansen  went  back  to  the  car,  muttering  to  himself. 
By  the  time  he  told  his  wife  of  the  interview  and  she  had 
informed  all  the  neighbors  by  means  of  the  party  line, 
the  gap  between  the  Mattsons  and  the  other  people  in  the 
community  had  widened  beyond  repair. 
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CHAPTER  X. 


When  Merry  slammed  the  door  it  jarred  the  stones  at 
the  foot  of  Burrell's  bed.  He  groaned  and  she  ran  back 
to  him  contritely. 

"Oh,  I'm  sorry,  Mr.  Chick.  I  wonder  if  I'll  ever  learn 
that  I  mustn't  slam  doors.  But  I  was  mad  enough  to  shoot 
somebody.  From  now  on  I'm  going  to  say  over  and  over, 
'Be  careful,  we  have  a  gentleman  in  the  house  with  a 
broken  leg!' ' 

Burrell  smiled  at  her.  "  I  don't  want  you  to  do  that, 
Merry.  What  if  it  did  hurt  a  little?  I'd  rather  have  my 
leg  sawed  off  without  ether  than  to  have  you  be  anything 
but  yourself.  It's  a  lot  of  pleasure  lying  here,  seeing  you 
around  so  full  of  life.  You  aren't  at  all  like  the  girls  I 
have  known.  They  are  all  so  busy  acting  like  some  movie 
star  or  other.  By  the  way,  why  don't  you  call  me  Burrell?" 

"Oh,  I  don't  know.  The  boys  call  you  Mr.  Chick  and 
I  guess  it's  just  habit.  Would  you  like  me  to  call  you 
Burrell?" 

"Of  course.  I  call  you  Merry,  don't  I?" 

'IA.11  right,  then.  It's  a  bargain.  Burrell  you'll  be 
from  now  on."  She  adjusted  the  pillows  and  lowered  a 
shade.  "Is  there  anything  I  can  do  for  you  to  make  you 
more  comfortable,  Mr.  Chick?" 

They  both  laughed,  and  Burrell  answered,  "Yes.  You 
can  sit  here  by  me  for  a  few  minutes.  You're  like  a  pea 
on  a  hot  griddle!" 

She  pulled  up  a  chair  and  sat  down.    "I  guess  I'd 
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better  tell  you  that  your  congregation  just  sent  you  a 
basket  of  delicious  looking  food.  You  shall  have  some 
of  it  for  your  supper!" 

"Why,  that  was  kind  of  them,"  Burrell  said,  highly 
pleased.  "I  thought  they'd  be  completely  finished  with 
me!" 

"Well,"  she  said  ruefully,  "I'm  afraid  you  won't  have 
many  visitors.  Nobody  will  come  here." 

"I  don't  mind — if  you'll  stay  with  me  more.  Tell  me — 
what  did  you  do  yesterday  afternoon  after  you  put  me 
to  sleep  with  the  hypo?" 

"I  rode  over  to  the  Hog's  Back,"  she  answered. 

"What,  again?" 

"Yes,  I  go  as  often  as  I  can." 

"Why?"  he  asked,  searching  her  face. 

"Because  I  have  to!"  she  replied  and  he  thought  he 
detected  a  note  of  despair  in  her  voice.  "When  I'm  there 
I  feel  that  everything  is  going  to  be  all  right.  I  know  that 
John  will  come  back,  and  that  he  loves  me.  When  I'm 
away  from  there  I  catch  myself  doubting.  The  boys  don't 
help  it  any  when  they  keep  rubbing  in  John's  leaving 
like  he  did!" 

"Do  they  rub  it  in?" 

"Oh,  yes.  Gerald  especially." 

"Why  do  you  love  John,  Merry?  He's  completely  out 
of  your  class." 

"Because  he  has  long  legs  and  broad  shoulders  and 
nice  soft  hair  that  I  like  to  run  my  fingers  through.  He  is 
good  and  kind  and  true,  and  besides  he  loves  me."  She  was 
like  a  child,  stating  her  convictions  about  something  she 
was  trying  very  hard  not  to  doubt. 

"Do  you  really  believe  he  loves  you?  Don't  you  ever 
wonder  why  he  went  away  without  a  word  of  explanation?" 

Her  voice  broke.  "Yes,  I  do.  But  then  I  ride  over  to 
the  Hog's  Back  and  everything  is  all  right." 
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He  turned  so  that  he  could  see  her  better.  The  brown 
hair,  glinting  to  red  in  the  late  afternoon  sunshine;  the 
troubled  dark  eyes,  the  sensitive  wide  mouth  drooping 
now  at  the  corners.  She  was,  he  told  himself  as  he  had 
so  often  before  during  the  last  weeks,  everything  he 
desired  in  a  woman.  And  she  belonged  so  completely  to 
another  man.  "Merry,"  he  asked  slowly.  "If  John  shouldn't 
come  back,  do  you  think  you  could  ever  love  any  one  else?" 

She  shook  her  head.   "I'd  have  to  feel  quite  different!" 

He  wanted  desperately  to  get  her  out  of  this  black 
mood  and  so  said  lightly,  "Just  look  at  me,  Merry.  My 
legs  are  short,  but  my  hair  isn't  so  bad  even  if  it  is  red!" 
He  grinned  at  her  cheerfully.  "I'm  sure  all  it  needs  is 
someone  to  run  fingers  through  it.  I  have  an  awful  time 
making  it  stay  in  place!" 

She  laughed  in  spite  of  herself.  "I'll  comb  it  for  you 
if  you  like,"  she  offered  and  proceeded  to  do  so,  though 
she  realized  that  he  had  not  been  at  all  interested  in 
having  his  hair  lie  smoothly  in  place.  However,  he  got 
what  enjoyment  he  could  out  of  her  ministrations. 

The  days  flew  by.  On  Sunday  the  doctor  came  out  and 
set  Burrell's  leg.  Merry  had  to  give  him  a  whiff  of  ether. 
The  next  five  days  he  was  in  such  misery  and  Merry  was 
so  busy  trying  to  keep  him  comfortable  that  she  didn't 
have  much  time  to  think  of  John. 

Two  more  weeks  and  still  no  word  of  him.  Gerald 
always  went  for  the  mail  and  on  finding  a  letter  for  Merry 
had  known  that  it  could  only  be  from  one  source.  He  had 
opened  it,  read  it  and  then  lit  ia  match  ,to  it.  So  John 
was  up  in  the  great  northwest,  he  exulted !  He  hoped  he'd 
stay  there  for  the  rest  of  his  life!  Now  everything  would 
work  out  fine.  They'd  send  Merry  away  to  school  and 
when  she  came  back  she'd  be  older  and  maybe  would  see 
things  in  a  different  light. 

Three  more  weeks  went  by  and  still  no  word  from 
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John.  Burrell  was  better  now  and  not  taking  so  much  of 
Merry's  time  and  she  had  more  time  to  think. 

She  was  doing  a  great  deal  of  thinking  these  days.  She 
couldn't  understand  why  she  was  feeling  so  unfit  physically. 
She  had  been  ill  but  a  very  few  days  in  her  life.  But  now 
these  faint  spells  that  kept  coming  over  her — this  sickness 
when  she  raised  her  head  from  the  pillow  in  the  morning, 
worried  her.  She  could  hardly  get  her  breakfast  down  and 
when  preparing  it  the  smell  of  the  food  was  often  too 
much  for  her. 

Her  mind  kept  going  back  to  that  night  at  the  Hog's 
Back,  but  John  had  told  her  not  to  worry.  He  had  been 
so  sure  that  nothing  would  happen.  But  that  was  stupid! 
How  could  he  know?  Fear  and  a  feeling  of  resentment 
gripped  her.  What  right  had  John  to  run  off  like  that? 
Surely  he  hadn't  suspected  something  like — like  this  and 
gone  away  on  that  account!  That  thought  left  her  white 
and  breathless.  But  John  had  wanted  to  marry  her!  Well, 
why  hadn't  he?  She  had  been  willing  enough.  Her  love 
for  him  had  been  like  a  gust  of  wind,  sweeping  everything 
before  it.  Why  had  he  wanted  to  wait  until  he  could  build 
a  home  for  her?  She'd  have  been  perfectly  willing  to  live 
with  the  Fietarobitz  family,  but  John  hadn't  thought  it 
would  work  out.  Yes — it  had  been  John  who  had  always 
insisted  on  waiting. 

Well,  she  thought  in  all  honesty,  she  really  couldn't 
blame  him  for  that  night  at  the  Hog's  Back.  It  had  been 
entirely  her  idea  to  dismount  from  their  horses  and  walk 
arm  in  arm  to  the  top  of  the  hill  and  look  over  the  valley 
flooded  with  moonlight.  She  had  wanted  him  to  feel  the 
spell  of  the  valley  as  she  felt  it.  It  had  been  too  much  for 
them.  The  quietness,  the  aloneness.  Her  face  turned 
scarlet  as  she  thought  of  how  completely  she  had  been 
willing  to  surrender.  His  kisses  had  done  that.  No  need 
to  blame  him.  It  was  her  fault  as  much  as  his,  maybe 
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more.   But  now  what?   Maybe  he  would  come  back.   He 
must  come  back! 

John  didn't  come  back  and  each  day  life  grew  harder 
for  Merry  to  bear.  She  thought  that  if  she  had  been  alone 
with  the  boys  she  couldn't  have  stood  it.  But  with  Burrell 
there  to  smile  at  her,  to  depend  so  utterly  upon  her,  she 
managed  to  keep  going.  He  was  so  dear  in  his  thoughtful- 
ness,  always  afraid  of  being  a  burden  on  her.  She  knew 
that  his  eyes  followed  her  figure  constantly,  sensed  that 
he  had  grown  to  care  for  her  a  great  deal  and  was  grateful 
for  his  regard.  She  knew  him  to  be  a  man  of  fine  sensi- 
bilities— quite  different  from  any  one  she  had  ever  known. 

The  doctor  came  out  to  see  Burrell  and  looked  keenly 
at  Merry.  "Young  lady,"  he  remarked,  "I  believe  your 
patient  has  been  too  much  for  you.  Well,  he'll  soon  be 
out  of  here  and  up  and  around.  He  ought  to  be  ready 
to  go  home  by  the  middle  of  October."  He  turned  to 
Burrell.  "I'm  afraid  you're  missing  out  on  your  classes. 
You'll  find  it  a  bit  difficult  to  catch  up,  won't  you?" 

Harry  broke  in.  "Oh,  he  has  a  friend  who  sends  him 
the  lectures  every  week.  Merry's  the  one  who's  missing 
out.  We  had  arrangements  all  made  at  Mrs.  Larkin's 
School  in  Winnipeg  for  her.  They  were  going  to  pay 
special  attention  to  her  because  we  were  tripling  the 
tuition.  That's  what  money  will  do  for  you!  It's  like  a 
golden  key  or  Alladin's  lamp.  Just  mention  the  word  and 
you  can  get  anything  you  want!" 

"That's  where  you're  wrong,"  the  wise  little  doctor 
replied.  "The  things  in  life  that  are  really  worthwhile, 
you  can't  buy  with  money." 

Merry  said  nothing,  but  to  herself  agreed  with  the 
doctor.  All  the  money  in  the  world  wouldn't  bring  John 
back  when  she  needed  him  so  much. 

In  desperation  she  decided  to  call  at  the  Fietarobitz 
home  and  see  if  they  would  tell  her  anything  of  John. 
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Mrs.  Fietarobitz  met  her  at  the  door,  a  hostile  look  on  her 
face.  It  was  difficult  to  make  her  understand  and  in  the 
end  all  she  would  say  was,  "He  decided  to  go  away.  That 
is  all  I  know." 

"But  where  did  he  go?  And  why?  And  when  is  he 
coming  back?" 

John's  mother's  face  was  stolid,  very  much  like  a  dumb 
animal's  in  the  expression  it  wore.  "That  he  did  not 
say,"  she  answered.  This  girl  had  tried  to  take  her  boy 
away  from  his  own  people.  She  would  not  tell  her  about 
the  note  she  had  received  from  John — the  note  which  read: 
"Don't  worry  mother.  I  have  decided  I  must  go  away 
for  a  while.  When  I  can  I'll  let  you  hear  from  me.  Don't 
tell  anyone  anything  about  me." 

He  was  running  away  from  this  very  girl,  Mrs.  Fie- 
tarobitz thought  triumphantly,  and  she  would  tell  her 
nothing,  nothing. 

Merry  turned  wearily  away  and  started  back  home.  A 
few  flakes  of  snow  were  beginning  to  fall. 

She  met  Gerald  coming  out  of  the  house,  pulling  on 
his  reefer.  "Where  are  you  going?"  she  asked,  not  really 
interested. 

He  glanced  at  her  sharply,  saw  the  despair  written  on 
her  face.  Fear  gnawed  at  him.  It  was  taking  her  a  long 
time  to  get  used  to  John's  absence.  But  things  had  gone 
too  far  now  to  turn  back.  "I  thought  I'd  go  down  for 
the  mail,"  he  answered. 

"May  I  go  along?"  There  was  really  nothing  much  to 
do  at  the  house  until  supper  time. 

"You  could,"  he  replied  uneasily,  "but  I'm  not  coming 
right  back.  Besides,  I  think  you'd  better  look  in  on  Burrell." 

"Well,  don't  be  long.  Maybe  I'll  get  a  letter." 

A  letter  did  come  for  her,  but  Merry  never  knew  it 
because  Gerald,  steeling  his  heart  against  her  unhappiness, 
tore  it  into  a  thousand  pieces. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 


By  the  middle  of  October  Burrell  was  pronounced  well 
enough  to  travel  and  made  preparations  to  return  to 
Winnipeg.  Harry  decided  that  Merry  might  just  as  well 
go  along  with  him. 

The  brothers  were  surprised  when  Merry  offered  no 
protest.  After  all,  she  thought,  it  might  be  better  to  be 
away  from  home — if  anything  happened.  Maybe  when 
she  got  to  Winnipeg  she  would  write  Harry  a  letter  and 
tell  him  her  troubles.  It  would  be  easier  that  way.  Merry 
had  never  been  afraid  of  anything  in  her  life,  but  tshe 
was  really  frightened  now.  The  more  she  thought,  the 
worse  it  seemed.  If  John  had  only  come  back!  He  certainly 
couldn't  think  much  of  her,  or  she  would  have  heard  from 
him.  The  boys  had  always  told  her  that  men  didn't  have 
any  respect  for  "loose  women."  She  hadn't  understood 
exactly  what  they  meant,  but  she  supposed  that's  what 
people  would  call  her  now.  Perhaps  that's  what  John, 
himself,  thought  her! 

Merry  and   Burrell   left   on   a   clear,   sparkling  day. 

She  kissed  Harry,  then  Gerald  on  the  cheek,  and  a  few 
moments  later  was  seated  beside  Burrell  in  the  coach.  The 
train  began  to  move  and  she  kept  her  eyes  on  the  lands- 
cape, flying  ever  faster  and  faster.  She  seemed  lost  in  the 
contemplation  of  it,  and  it  was  a  long  time  before  she 
turned  to  her  companion. 

"I'll  bet  he'll  miss  me,"  she  said  softly. 

"Who?" 
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"Dock — my  horse.  I  believe  he  thinks  more  of  me 
than  he  does  his  oat  sheaves!"  Burrell  heaved  a  sigh 
of  relief. 

She  was  like  a  child.  Every  time  fruit  and  candy  came 
through  the  car  she  bought  some.  Her  naive  wonderment 
was  a  delightful  tonic  to  jaded  passengers. 

The  Canadian-Pacific  depot  in  Winnipeg  was  the 
largest  building  Merry  had  ever  seen.  She  hung  on  to 
Burrell 's  hand  as  they  surged  through  crowds  of  people. 
She  knew  if  he  ever  got  away  from  her  in  this  mob,  she'd 
be  lost.  They  took  a  taxi  and  were  whirled  out  Portage  Ave. 

"I  wish  he'd  drive  slower!"  Merry  said  impatiently. 

"Why?  Aren't  you  in  a  hurry  to  see  what  the  school's 
like?" 

"Yes — but  I'd  like  to  see  the  sights  better.  Aren't 
they  pretty?  I  didn't  know  there  were  so  many  lights  in 
the  whole  world." 

Burrell  laughed.  "If  you  think  these  are  so  fine,  I'd 
like  to  show  you  the  ones  in  Toronto." 

"Have  you  been  to  Toronto?"  she  asked  in  wonder. 

"Oh,  yes.  Several  times." 

"Gee,"  she  marvelled.  "You  must  have  been  all  over!" 

"Oh,  I've  been  a  few  places,  but  I've  never  met  any 
one  like  you,  Merry!"  he  assured  her,  laughing.  "So 
innocent  and  green,  you  are!  I  hate  to  see  you  go  to  that 
school.  You'll  meet  a  lot  of  sophisticated  young  snobs. 
I'd  hate  to  see  you  become  like  them!" 

Merry  winced.  So  he  thought  she  was  innocent,  did 
he?  Maybe  he'd  find  out  differently  soon.  Would  Burrell 
hate  her  then?  She  realized  that  his  good  opinion  of  her 
had  come  to  mean  a  great  deal. 

The  taxi  drew  up  in  front  of  the  school.  Rows  of  tall, 
vine-hung  buildings  threw  shadows  on  the  snow.  Strict, 
forbidding  and  imposing  they  looked.  Dignity  seemed 
built  into  the  mortar  and  stone.  Merry  hung  back,  be- 
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wildered,  frightened,  but  Burrell's  hand  under  her  arm 
guided  her  to  the  entrance  door  of  the  largest  building. 
He  rang  and  a  colored  maid  opened  the  door. 

Burrell  said  with  authority,  "Tell  Mrs.  Larkins  that 
Miss  Mattson  has  arrived.  She's  expecting  her." 

Merry  thanked  her  stars  that  he  was  with  her.  She 
thought  admiringly  that  he  knew  just  how  to  do  everything 
in  the  right  way.  While  they  waited  in  the  hall,  Merry 
lifted  her  feet  up  and  down  on  the  rugs,  and  whispered 
to  Burrell,  "How  soft  they  are — just  like  moss.  It  must 
cost  a  lot  to  stay  here.  The  boys  shouldn't  have  sent  me." 

"Oh  I  guess  they  are  good  for  it,"  Burrell  assured  her. 
"I  wouldn't  worry  about  that!" 

Mrs.  Larkins  appeared.  She  was  a  large,  well-dressed 
woman  with  an  ultra-sophisticated  manner  and  an  itching 
palm.  She  had  been  dazzled  by  Harry  Mattson's  apparent 
wealth  and  determined  that  Merry  should  receive  every 
attention.  She  held  out  her  hand,  beaming  fatuously. 
"Miss  Mattson,  I'm  glad  to  see  you,  my  dear.  And  I 
suppose  this  is  your  brother?" 

She  turned  to  Burrell  with  her  most  gracious  air,  and 
he  wondered  if  she  controlled  her  charm,  turning  it  on 
and  off  like  a  faucet. 

"No,"  he  answered.   "I'm  just  a  friend." 

Mrs.  Larkins  raised  her  eyebrows  and  Burrell  hastened 
to  explain.  "A  very  good  friend  of  the  family.  I  was 
coming  to  Winnipeg  anyway,  so  Merry's  brothers  entrusted 
her  to  my  care."  He  smiled  that  crooked,  delightful  grin 
of  his.  "But  don't  worry,  I  won't  be  around  bothering 
Merry  much.  You  see,  I've  got  a  lot  of  work  to  do  myself. 
Last  year  of  medical  school.  But  I  would  like  to  look  in 
every  two  or  three  weeks,  just  to  see  how  she  is  getting 
along." 

"Well,  you  don't  want  to  look  in  too  often,"  Mrs 
Larkins  said,  taking  Merry's  arm.  "Her  brothers  wanted 
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her  to  finish  high  school  and  be  ready  for  college  in  one 
year  and  she  has  missed  over  a  month  of  work  now.  We'll 
do  the  best  we  can,  but  she'll  have  to  do  her  part,  too, 
of  course." 

Burrell  could  hardly  picture  Merry  working  hard  over 
books.  He  held  out  his  hand.  "Thanks  for  everything, 
Merry,"  he  said.  "I'll  be  out  to  see  you  in  about  three 
weeks."  He  grinned.  "With  that  to  look  forward  to,  you 
ought  to  bear  up  swell;  Goodbye." 

As  Burrell  went  through  the  door,  Merry  felt  as  though 
she  was  losing  her  last  friend  on  earth,  and  had  all  she 
could  do  to  stifle  the  impulse  to  dash  out  after  him. 

Mrs.  Larkins  led  her  upstairs  to  her  room.  As  they 
walked  along,  she  explained  a  few  rules.  "You  have  a 
nice  roommate,  my  dear,  but  you  are  not  expected  to  stay 
up  all  night  talking  to  her.  Each  girl  is  in  her  own  room 
at  ten  o'clock  and  the  lights  go  out  at  ten  fifty-five. 

"One  night  a  week  you  may  have  a  late  permit.  You 
will  have  to  ask  for  it.  You  may  be  out  then  until  eleven 
thirty." 

Mrs.  Larkins  opened  the  door  and  snapped  on  the 
light.  Gill  Peterson  opened  her  sleepy  eyes.  "Oh,"  she 
drawled  with  interest,  "this  must  be  my  room-mate." 

"Yes,"  Mrs.  Larkins  answered.  "This  is  Merry 
Mattson.  I  hope  you  will  get  along  well  together.  Miss 
Mattson,  this  is  Gill  Peterson.  We  have  prayers  at  seven 
in  the  morning  and  breakfast  at  seven  thirty.  We  expect 
you  to  be  present  for  both.  Good  night." 

When  Mrs.  Larkins  had  closed  the  door  behind  her, 
Merry  stood  looking  about  her.  It  was  a  nice  room — warm 
fragrant,  bright  with  chintz  draperies  and  fascinating  litre 
lamps.  Merry  turned  to  the  light  switch,  snapped  it  on 
and  off  several  times. 

Gill  sat  up  in  bed,  blinking.  "What  on  earth  are  you 
doing?" 
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"Oh,  just  seeing  how  the  lights  work.   Fun,  isn't  it?" 

Gill  looked  at  her  in  disgust.  "You'd  think  you'd  never 
seen  lights  before." 

"I  haven't!"  Merry  answered  simply.  "The  only  lights 
I  have  ever  seen  have  been  coal  oil  lamps." 

Gill  sat  up  straighter  and  stared.  "Where  in  heaven's 
name  do  you  come  from?" 

"Sifton." 

"Never  heard  of  it.  Anyway  you'd  better  get  into  bed. 
There's  nothing  gets  old  Larky  so  angry  as  lights  on  after 
the  usual  time." 

Merry  began  to  unpack  and  soon  was  ready  for  bed. 
The  sheets  were  soft,  the  bed  wonderfully  restful.  It  had 
been  a  long  day  filled  with  unusual  excitement.  She  was 
soon  asleep. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 


Merry  awakened  the  next  morning  to  find  her  room- 
mate already  up  and  dressed.  Gill  Peterson  was  a  tall, 
dark  girl  with  an  air  of  worldly  wisdom  and  sophistication 
about  her  that  awed  Merry  not  a  little. 

"You'll  have  to  hurry,"  Gill  warned  when  she  saw 
Merry  was  awake.  "Prayers  are  at  seven,  you  know." 

Merry  sat  on  the  side  of  the  bed.  "Why  do  we  have 
to  pray?"  she  asked  curiously. 

"Darned  if  I  know!"  Gill  shrugged.  "Just  a  whim  of 
the  old  ladies,  I  guess." 

Merry  began  to  dress  and  as  she  pulled  on  her  long- 
sleeved,  long  legged,  wool  underwear  she  noticed  Gill's 
smile.  "What's  the  matter?"  she  asked. 

Gill  burst  into  uncontrolled  laughter.  "Matter?  I 
haven't  seen  a  pair  of  those  things  in  years!  No  one  wears 
them  here.  You'll  cook  in  this  steam-heated  place." 

"What  do  they  wear?" 

"Silk  underthings,  of  course!  Hurry  up,  or  I'll  have 
to  go  without  you." 

Merry  finished  dressing,  ran  the  comb  through  her  hair 
and  was  ready.  After  prayers  and  breakfast,  the  girls  were 
dismissed  until  class  started  at  nine  o'clock,  and  Merry 
asked,  "What  do  we  do  now?" 

"Oh,  most  of  us  go  back  to  our  rooms,"  Gill  replied. 
"We  have  to  make  our  own  beds  and  pick  up  our  clothing 
before  the  maid  gets  around  to  sweep  and  dust.  Do  you 
want  to  go  back?" 
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"I  might  as  well.  My  bed  isn't  made  yet." 

But  as  they  walked  down  the  hall  they  were  stopped 
by  the  colored  maid.  "  Mis'  Larkins  wishes  to  see  you — 
all  in  her  office,  Miss  Merry." 

Merry  turned.   "All  right.  Where  is  it?" 

"Come  along.   I'll  take  you." 

Mrs.  Larkins  greeted  Merry  with  a  pleasant  smile  and 
proceeded  to  outline  the  plans  she  had  for  her.  "Now, 
my  dear,  you  understand  that  you  have  fallen  behind  in 
your  work.  Consequently,  you  must  have  private  tuition. 
Your  brothers  have  sent  the  money  to  procure  special 
attention  for  you.  However,  all  the  attention  in  the  world 
will  not  make  up  time.  Our  classes  here  are  from  nine 
until  four,  but  you  must  work  until  six,  and  then  study 
alone  from  seven  until  nine." 

"I  don't  mind,"  Merry  said.  "Work  was  one  good  way 
to  forget  other  troubles." 

Mrs.  Larkins  rang  the  bell  and  a  very  pleasant-looking 
young  woman  appeared.  "This  is  your  pupil,  Merry 
Mattson,  Miss  Shad,"  Mrs.  Larkins  said.  "I'm  leaving  her 
entirely  up  to  you  now." 

Miss  Shad  ushered  Merry  into  a  small  classroom  and 
lessons  began  at  once.  She  was  pleasantly  surprised  to 
find  out  how  quickly  Merry  grasped  things.  She  spoke 
to  Mrs.  Larkins  about  it  later.  "She's  one  of  the  brightest 
girls  I've  ever  known.  We  will  not  have  any  trouble 
will  her." 

Merry  really  enjoyed  the  work  that  morning,  applying 
herself  diligently.  She  realized  that  this  fascinating  world 
of  books  that  was  opening  up  before  her  might  keep  her 
from  thinking  of  the  one  thing  that  had  been  absorbing 
her  mind.  She  worked  on  through  lunch-time,  the  colored 
maid  bringing  a  tray  to  her  desk,  but  she  was  looking 
forward  to  having  dinner  at  six  in  the  large  dining  hall 
with  the  other  girls.  It  was  all  so  strange  and  exciting. 
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Under  different  circumstances  she  might  have  made  a 
definite  place  for  herself  here. 

On  her  way  up  to  her  room  late  that  afternoon,  she 
passed  a  group  of  girls  who  were  so  engrossed  in  conver- 
sation they  didn't  notice  her  approach.  "My  dears!"  Gill 
Peterson  was  saying,  her  voice  choked  with  laughter,  "you 
ought  to  see  her  underwear!  It  looks  like  something  Santa 
Glaus  would  wear!" 

The  other  girls  all  joined  in  the  laughter  as  Merry, 
her  cheeks  burning,  went  by  unseen.  She  was  hurt  and 
very  much  frightened.  If  they  laughed  at  her  underwear, 
she  thought  in  despair,  what  would  they  say  if  her  figure 
began  to  change — if  she  should  begin  to  grow  fat!  Terror 
gripped  her  and  the  tears  started  down  her  cheeks.  She 
had  been  snubbed  all  her  life,  but  she  had  never  been 
made  fun  of  before.  Always  she  had  been  the  "lady  of  the 
manor",  disapproved  to  be  sure,  but  superbly  aloof  to  it 
all,  rather  scornfull  of  her  critics.  Now  she  felt  utterly 
abased,  as  for  the  first  time  in  her  life  she  became  'the 
victim  of  a  fate  she  could  not  control. 

On  the  other  hand,  maybe  there  was  nothing  wrong 
after  all.  One  thing  sure,  she  was  feeling  much  better. 
Maybe  it  was  all  imagination.  Dear  God,  if  it  only 
could  be! 

She  made  up  her  mind  that  she'd  watch  Gill  Peterson 
as  she  undressed  and  find  out  what  kind  of  underwear  she 
was  wearing  and  then  get  some  for  herself.  She  could 
shop  on  Saturday  afternoon.  With  quickened  perception, 
Merry  watched  the  other  girls  and  noticed  that  their  legs, 
as  they  walked  through  the  corridors,  did  look  much  better 
without  bunchy  underwear  under  the  silk  stockings. 

Miss  Shad  didn't  increase  her  popularity  when  she 
boasted  of  Merry's  adaptability  to  Mrs.  Larkins.  After 
that  Merry  was  continually  being  help  up  to  the  other 
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pupils  as  a  shining  example  of  a  truly  brilliant  young 
student  who  made  the  most  of  her  opportunities.  The 
girls  in  turn  held  her  more  at  arm's  length  than  ever.  Gill 
Peterson  scornfully  called  her  "teacher's  pet." 

When  Burrell  Chick  called  at  the  end  of  the  third 
week,  Gill  was  standing  in  the  front  hall  and  ushered  him 
into  the  parlor. 

"My  dears,"  she  said  to  two  of  her  friends  as  she 
passed  them  in  the  hall,  "did  you  know  that  Her  Royal 
Highness  has  a  boy  friend?" 

"More  power  to  her!"  cried  Ann  Gable,  a  straight- 
forward girl  who  believed  in  fair  play.  "She  sure  needs 
some  kind  of  a  friend.  It  seems  to  me  that  we've  treated 
Merry  rather  shabbily." 

"If  you  like  her  so  well,"  Gill  retorted,  "I  wish  you'd 
ask  to  have  her  in  your  room  and  clutter  your  walls  up 
with  pictures  of  a  homely  looking  horse!" 

"Maybe  I  will,"  Ann  answered.  "Shhh!  Here  she 
comes  now.  I  believe  she's  been  crying." 

"There's  someone  in  the  parlor  to  see  you,  Merry," 
Gill  told  her. 

"Thanks,  Gill,"  was  Merry's  unenthusiastic  reply. 

As  she  passed  along  down  the  hall  and  out  of  sight, 
Gill  remarked  sharply,  "There!  You  see  how  she  is? 
Didn't  even  go  back  and  put  any  powder  on.  She'll  never 
keep  a  boy  friend  that  way — even  if  he  is  homely  as  sin!" 

Ann  said  nothing  but  to  herself  thought  that  probably 
Merry  had  a  better  chance  than  Gill  Peterson  with  her 
bitter  tongue  would  ever  have. 

As  Merry  came  into  the  parlor  Burrell  noticed  the 
change  that  three  weeks  in  school  had  made  in  her.  Her 
usually  happy  face  was  clouded  and  if  he  didn't  miss  his 
guess,  she'd  been  crying.  She  seemed  pathetically  glad  to 
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see  him  and  clung  to  his  hand  as  if  she  were  clutching 
at  a  straw  in  a  storm. 

"What's  the  matter  with  you,  Merry?"  he  cried  in 
alarm.  "Don't  you  like  it  here?  Is  the  work  too  much 
for  you?" 

She  smiled  wanly.  "Oh,  no!  I  eat  the  work  up.  It 
isn't  that — but  Burrell,  the  girls  don't  like  me!"  There 
was  a  catch  in  her  voice  that  Burrell  didn't  like.  It  tore 
his  heart  to  see  her  so  unhappy. 

"That's  all  imagination,  Merry,"  he  scoffed.  "They 
couldn't  help  but  like  you!" 

"They  really  don't,  Burrell,  that's  the  truth.  Two  or 
three  times  I've  caught  them  making  fun  of  me!" 

So  they  were  high-hatting  her,  he  thought  furiously, 
but  managed  to  keep  his  voice  calm.  "Well,  you  go  ahead 
and  be  your  own  sweet  self  and  they'll  have  to  like  you 
sooner  or  later.  Say — have  you  had  a  late  permit  yet?" 

"No,  I  haven't." 

'Well,  get  one  and  we'll  go  out  and  see  the  town!" 

He  was  rewarded  by  seeing  the  sparkle  return  to  her 
eyes.  "What  are  we  going  to  do?" 

"Oh,  we'll  have  dinner  at  the  Hotel  St.  George  and 
then  sit  around  and  watch  them  dance.  My  leg's  still  a 
bit  too  stiff  for  dancing,  but  it  will  be  fun  seeing  the 
others.  How  does  that  sound?" 

"Grand!" 

"All  right,  I'll  wait  here  while  you  get  your  permit 
and  fix  up  a  bit." 

Sitting  at  a  softly  lighted  table  to  which  an  obsequious 
waiter  had  led  them,  Merry  suddenly  grew  self-conscious. 
She  hadn't  known  that  such  elegance  existed  and  looked 
at  Burrell  in  amazement.  He  seemed  to  know  just  what 
to  do  under  all  conditions.  And  she  had  thought  him 
ordinary!  Here  he  appeared  polished — a  man  of  the  world. 
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"Tell  me — what  are  all  these  knives  and  forks  and 
spoons  for?"  she  whispered  shyly. 

Burrell  had  been  watching  her  with  amusement. 
"Why,  to  eat  with,  you  goose!" 

"I  know — but  why  so  many?" 

"Well,  you're  out  in  style  tonight!"  he  assured  her. 
"We're  going  to  have  a  seven  course  dinner!" 

"Do  we  have  a  different  spoon  for  each  course?" 

"Maybe  not  a  spoon,  but  a  different  piece  of  silver- 
ware, to  be  sure!" 

"But  how  am  I  to  know  which  is  which?"  she  asked 
in  comic  despair. 

Burrell  laughed.  "Listen,  Merry.  It  doesn't  matter 
which  one  you  use  as  long  as  you  get  everything  you  want 
to  eat.  Besides  just  look  around  you.  Everyone  is  engrossed 
in  his  own  business.  No  one  will  notice  which  piece  of 
silver  you  use." 

She  felt  more  at  ease  after  that.  That  was  a  good  thing 
to  remember,  she  thought.  She'd  try  to  think  of  it  the 
next  time  she  felt  self-conscious  among  the  girls  at  school. 
Perhaps  she  had  imagined  some  of  the  slights  she  had 
received  there. 

Burrell  ordered  a  bottle  of  wine,  and  after  drinking 
two  or  three  glasses,  Merry  felt  as  much  at  home  as  she 
would  have  in  the  dance  hall  at  Sifton.  Her  eyes  sparkled 
as  she  watched  young  couples  dance.  How  happy  everyone 
seemed  to  be!  She  wondered  if  any  of  the  girls  dancing 
out  there  on  the  shining  floor  had  ever  had  to  worry  as 
she  did.  At  the  thought,  her  face  clouded. 

"A  penny  for  your  thoughts,  Merry!"  Burrell  broke  in. 

This  was  her  chance.  Did  she  dare  ask  him  anything? 
She  hesitated,  then  said  slowly,  "I — I  was  thinking — 
about  one  of  the  girls  at  school." 
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"What  about  her?" 

"I — I  overheard  her  telling  Gill  Peterson  that  she — 
she  thought  she  was  going  to  have  a  baby!"  There!  It 
was  out!  Now  maybe  she'd  find  out  something!" 

Burrell  whistled  softly.  "Well,  she  is  in  a  peck  of 
trouble,  isn't  she?  What  makes  her  think  such  a  thing?" 

"Oh,"  she  answered,  trying  to  appear  casual,  "she's 
been  sick  at  her  stomach  and  feels  queer  and  faint  at  times. 
What  puzzled  her  was  that  she  felt  like  that  a  few  weeks 
ago,  but  now  she  feels  fine.  I — I  told  her  you  were  going 
to  be  a  doctor,  and  promised  her  I'd  ask  you  about  it." 

"Well,  that's  the  way  it  goes,"  Burrell  said  cheerfully, 
"So  you  can  tell  her  that  if  she  had  any  good  reason 
to  be  that  way,  she  probably  is!" 

That  cold  fear  again  gripped  Merry's  heart.  How  she 
had  hoped  to  hear  Burrell  say  that  she  should  feel  ill  all 
the  time.  Now  the  worry,  bigger  and  more  terrifying  than 
ever,  rolled  across  her  consciousness. 

"How  long  does  it  take,  Burrell?" 

"Nine  months,  of  course.  But  let's  not  bother  about 
that.  Tell  the  young  idiot  to  see  a  doctor  at  once  and  find 
out  for  sure.  And  remember,  it's  her  worry,  not  yours. 
You've  got  troubles  enough  of  your  own  with  your  studies 
and  becoming  adjusted  to  an  entirely  new  life. 

Merry  was  silent,  wrapped  in  despair.  The  gay  room, 
the  music,  the  food,  all  faded.  She  saw  only  disaster  and 
disgrace.  Her  brothers,  Mrs.  Larkins,  her  friends  at  Sifton, 
even  Burrell,  would  turn  from  her  contemptuously.  A 
loose  woman,  they  would  call  her. 

She  roused  herself  with  an  effort,  realizing  that  Burrell 
too  was  silent.  She  would  have  to  shake  off  this  unhappy 
mood  into  which  his  remarks  had  plunged  her.  It  wasn't 
fair  to  him  to  spoil  the  evening  he  had  so  carefully  planned. 

"It's  my  turn  now,"  she  remarked.  "What  are  you 
thinking  of?" 
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His  eyes  came  back  to  hers  and  he  smiled.  "You," 
he  answered  simply. 

"What  about  me?" 

"I  was  thinking  how  much  I  love  you." 

The  words,  coming  as  she  knew  they  did,  straight 
from  his  heart  with  unaffected  candor,  served  only  to 
deepen  her  distress.  "Oh,  Burrell — you  mustn't!"  she 
pleaded. 

His  hand  shot  across  the  table,  caught  hers.  "Why 
mustn't  I?" 

Her  answer  was  scarcely  more  than  a  whisper.  "You 
know — why  you  mustn't!" 

His  hand  fell  away.   "Oh!   It's  still  Fietarobitz,  is  it?" 

"I'm  afraid  it  is." 

"But  Merry,  he  has  been  so  unfair!"  he  argued,  flush- 
ing hotly. 

"I  think  you're  wrong  about  that,  Burrell?"  she  said 
steadily,  as  if  she  were  speaking  to  the  doubt  in  her  own 
heart,  rather  than  to  him.  "He  had  some  good  reason 
for  going  away  like  that,  and  some  of  these  days  I'll 
know  what  it  is." 

"You're  a  loyal  little  thing,  aren't  you?" 

"Where  John's  concerned,  I  am." 

"I  wouldn't  have  you  any  other  way,  I  guess,"  he 
sighed,  then  asked  with  a  sort  of  hopelessness,  "Don't 
you  even  like  me,  Merry?" 

"Why  of  course,  I  do,"  she  assured  him  eagerly. 
"You're  the  one  good  friend  I  have!" 

He  chuckled,  trying  to  feel  satisfied.  "Well,  that's 
something.  "Someday  you're  going  to  love  me.  I'm  going 
to  make  you  love  me." 

"I  wish  I  could,  Burrell!"  she  said  honestly.  "I  think 
the  girl  who  marries  you  is  going  to  be  very  lucky.  I  wish 
it  could  be  me!  But  look  at  the  time.  We'll  have  to  fly 
if  we're  going  to  get  back  by  eleven  o'clock!" 
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As  they  stood  for  a  moment  in  the  shadow  of  the  door- 
way saying  goodnight,  Burrell  asked,  "Will  you  kiss  me 
goodnight,  Merry?" 

"Of  course,"  she  answered  agreeably.  "You  deserve 
a  kiss  for  giving  me  such  a  pleasant  evening!" 

He  wished  that  he  hadn't  asked  her.  The  kiss  she  gave 
him  might  have  been  intended  for  Harry  Mattson.  Well, 
what  could  he  expect?  After  all,  he  was,  as  she  had  said, 
only  a  very  good  friend.  He  walked  slowly  down  to  the 
car  line  determined  that  some  day  things  would  be  different. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 


Harry  and  Gerald  Mattson  were  lingering  a  little 
longer  than  usual  over  their  breakfast.  Harry  held  out 
his  cup. 

"Pour  me  another  spot  of  tea,  Gerald,  if  you  aren't 
too  damned  lazy!" 

Gerald  looked  up  resentfully.  "Why  are  you  always 
accusing  me  of  being  lazy?" 

"Well,  you  are,  aren't  you?" 

"I  can't  see  how  you  figure  that  out.  I  always  do  my 
share  of  the  work." 

"Like  hell  you  do!  Who's  prepared  most  of  the  meals 
since  Merry  left?  Answer  that,  if  you  can." 

"Well,  maybe  I  have  fallen  down  a  bit  on  the  cooking. 
I  never  did  like  to  cook.  Anyway,  control  your  temper. 
I'll  cook  all  next  week." 

Harry  grinned  slyly.  Only  yesterday  he  had  arranged 
with  Mike  Bulyko  to  have  a  sawing  bee.  They  were  to  saw 
wood  at  the  Mattsons  on  Tuesday  of  next  week.  Gerald 
would  have  to  cook  for  fourteen  hungry  men.  There  was 
nothing  that  Harry  liked  better  than  a  wood  sawing  bee. 
He  liked  to  dig  the  long  poplar  poles  out  of  the  snow 
and  hear  them  buzz  through  the  saw  on  a  bright  frosty  day. 

"I'm  damned  glad  you  decided  on  next  week,  Gerald," 
he  chuckled.  "We're  going  to  buzz  wood  on  Tuesday." 

Gerald  jumped  up  excitedly.  "Oh!  So  we're  going  to 
buzz  wood  on  Tuesday!"  he  shouted.  "Did  you  ever  think 
it  might  be  a  good  idea  to  consult  me  once  in  a  while 


84  GHOST   LIGHT 

before  making  all  your  arrangements?  How  did  you  know 
that  it  would  be  satisfactory  with  me?" 

Harry  roared  with  laughter.  "I  didn't  know,  but  if  the 
wood  waited  for  you  to  make  buzzing  arrangements,  we'd 
probably  be  sawing  it  sometime  next  summer  when  we 
couldn't  get  any  help.  Maybe  when  you  get  your  fill  of 
cooking  you'll  be  sorry  you  prodded  me  into  agreeing  to 
try  to  make  a  lady  out  of  Merry!" 

Tuesday  came  and  with  it  to  the  Mattson  house,  four- 
teen husky  Galicians  from  up  and  down  the  ridge.  They 
worked  hard  and  ate  ravenously.  While  sitting  at  the  table 
Mike  Bulyko  asked  Harry,  "Who's  going  to  peddle  this 
stuff  for  you  now  that  Merry  is  away?" 

"We're  not  peddling  another  damned  drop,"  Harry 
replied,  "and  what's  more  we're  not  even  going  to  make 
it.  We  have  a  few  gallons  left,  and  if  you  fellows  want 
it  you'll  have  to  come  and  get  it." 

That  night  Gerald  said,  "What  was  the  idea  of  telling 
Bulyko  that  we  aren't  making  any  more  brew?" 

"Because  we're  not,"  Harry  answered.  "You've  wanted 
to  get  away  from  it  for  a  long  time,  so  you  ought  to  be 
glad." 

"I  am.  But  what  are  we  going  to  do?" 

"Well,"  Harry  proceeded,  "I've  been  thinking  it  over 
and  I  think  we  ought  to  take  part  of  our  savings  and  invest 
them.  There's  still  money  in  wheat,  if  we  don't  attempt 
to  grow  it." 

Gerald  leaned  forward  with  a  great  show  of  interest. 
"How  do  you  mean?" 

"Why,  buy  and  sell  of  course." 

"How  would  we  go  about  it." 

"I've been  making  inquiries,"  Harry  confessed.  "There's 
a  chap  in  Dauphin — a  hell  of  a  good  fellow — who'll 
intercede  for  us.  He's  in  Winnipeg  on  the  average  of  once 
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every  two  weeks.  It's  going  to  cost  us  a  mint  to  keep 
Merry  in  school,  so  we'll  just  have  to  make  more  money. 
God,  but  it's  lonely  here  without  her!" 

Gerald  sighed.  "Lonely,  yes,  but  peaceful,  too,"  he 
said  without  thinking. 

"How  do  you  mean  peaceful?" 

Gerald  fidgeted  for  a  moment  then  decided  that  Harry 
would  have  to  know  some  time.  Perhaps  this  was  as  good 
a  time  as  any  to  begin  to  press  his  suit.  "I  worship  the 
ground  she  walks  on,"  he  confessed. 

Harry  looked  at  him  sharply.  "Well,  what  of  it?  So 
do  I." 

"I  know.  But  you  love  her  as  a  brother.  I  love  her 
as  a  man!" 

Harry  sat  his  cup  down  so  hard  the  whole  table  rattled. 
"What  in  hell  are  you  talking  about?  Have  you  gone 
completely  crazy?" 

Gerald  gave  a  short,  bitter  laugh.  "Yes,  I  guess  that 
must  be  it!  It  almost  drove  me  crazy,  knowing  that  she 
was  meeting  Fietarobitz.  I  could  imagine  all  sorts  of 
things.  That's  why  I  wanted  her  to  be  sent  away — so  she 
would  forget  him." 

"How  long  has  this  been  going  on,  Gerald?" 

"Oh,  for  ages,  it  seems." 

"Why  in  hell  didn't  you  say  something  about  it  before?" 

"Mostly  because  I  thought  it  would  meet  with  your 
disapproval." 

Harry  considered  for  a  moment.  "I  wouldn't  dis- 
approve if  Merry  felt  that  way  too.  Do  you  think  she  does?" 

Gerald  shook  his  head.  "No,  I  know  that  she  doesn't, 
but  I  thought  that  maybe  if  she  were  separated  from  Fie- 
tarobitz long  enough,  she  might  get  him  out  of  her  system." 

"And  she  would  have  been  separated  from  him  even 
if  she  had  stayed  at  home,  wouldn't  she?"  Harry  said 
thoughfully.  "So  I  guess  you  kind  a  bungled  things. 
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Funny  how  that  bohunk  went  away  and  disappeared  like 
that." 

Gerald  smiled  grimly.   "Yes,  very  funny." 
Harry  rose  and  clapped  his  brother  on  the  shoulder 
roughly.   "Can't  say  as  I  wouldn't  like  to  see  it,  Gerald," 
he  admitted.    "At  least  I  could  still  keep  an  eye  on  her 
and  knock  hell  out  of  you  if  you  weren't  good  to  her!" 
Gerald  gripped  his  hand.    "Thanks,  Harry.    That's 
damned  good  of  you!" 

Harry  thought  over  what  Gerald  had  told  him  and 
analyzed  his  own  feelings.  He  could  truly  say  that  he  had 
never  thought  of  Merry  as  anything  more  than  a  sister. 
He  missed  her  so  much  that  it  hurt,  but  it  was  mostly  the 
sound  of  her  happy  voice,  that  lilting  laugh  and  the  good 
meals  she  cooked.  Yes,  it  was  a  lonely  house  without  a 
woman.  Maybe  he'd  look  around  and  find  himself  a  wife! 
He  thought  about  some  of  the  girls  in  the  community, 
but  none  seemed  to  appeal  to  him.  He  had  never  associ- 
ated with  the  English-speaking  people  and  knew  too  well 
how  most  of  them  felt  toward  Gerald  and  himself.  Maybe 
he'd  find  some  one  in  Dauphin. 

Next  morning  Harry  hitched  Dock  and  his  own  mare, 
Nell,  to  the  cutter  and  was  away  to  Dauphin  by  daylight. 
He  left  a  note  for  Gerald  telling  him  not  to  expect  him 
back  until  the  following  day.  Nell  was  full  of  life,  but 
for  some  reason  Dock  needed  considerable  prodding.  The 
road  was  full  of  pitch  holes  and  he  seemed  to  object  very 
strenuously  to  pulling  the  cutter  through  them.  A  high 
wind  was  blowing  across  the  fields,  making  the  going  that 
much  harder.  About  five  miles  from  Dauphin,  Dock  laid 
down  in  the  harness.  Nell  pawed  the  snow,  not  under- 
standing why  her  usually  peppy  partner  was  so  lazy. 

Harry  got  out  of  the  cutter  and  tried  to  get  the  horse 
to  stand  on  his  feet.  A  blinding  blizzard  was  blowing 
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by  this  time  and  he  thought  probably  Dock  didn't  want 
to  face  it.  Still  he  had  never  acted  like  this  before. 

As  luck  would  have  it,  he  had  a  bottle  of  Beryle's 
Wonder  Medicine  in  the  cutter.  It  was  mostly  bella  donna 
and  strychnine.  He  gave  the  horse  a  dose  and  in  a  short 
time  he  got  up.  He  walked  them  the  remainder  of  the 
way  and  arrived  in  Dauphin  with  no  further  difficulty. 
Once  there  he  started  out  to  look  for  the  veterinary, 
but  found  that  he  was  out  of  town.  He  hadn't  been  at 
home  all  night,  his  wife  said.  So  Harry  gave  Dock  another 
dose  of  Beryle's,  thinking  that  was  probably  what  the 
vet  would  do  anyway. 

But  Dock  failed  to  improve  and  as  Harry  placed  him 
in  a  livery  stable  he  thought  his  abdomen  seemed  swollen. 
"Damn  that  vet,  anyway!"  he  muttered.  "Why  in  hell 
does  he  have  to  be  out  just  when  he's  needed.  I  wouldn't 
care  so  much  if  it  was  Nell,  but  Merry  will  have  a  fit 
if  anything  happens  to  her  horse!" 

He  gave  Dock  what  was  left  of  the  medicine,  then 
started  off  for  the  hotel,  hoping  he'd  find  him  better  when 
he  returned.  He  registered  at  the  King  George  Hotel, 
and  left  word  that  when  Jim  Spears  came  in  he  was  to 
be  sent  to  his  room. 

When  Jim  came  in  an  hour  later,  Harry  noticed  how 
prosperous  he  looked.  "That's  a  hell  of  a  swell  overcoat 
you  have  there,  fella,"  he  said  admiringly.  "Beaver, 
isn't  it?" 

"Yep,  beaver.   Paid  five  hundred  cold  somoleons  for 
it!"  Spears  answered  importantly. 
"You  must  be  making  money." 
"More  and  more  every  year?" 
"How'd  you  like  to  invest  a  little  for  me?" 
Jim  Spears  beamed.   "I'd  like  it  fine,  my  friend.  And 
you'll  get  a  square  deal  from  me,  too.  All  I  ask  if  a  very 
small  sum  for  the  trouble  of  handling  your  money." 


88  GHOST   LIGHT 

"Well,  that's  all  right,"  Harry  agreed.   "How  much?" 

"Ten  dollars  for  every  five  hundred." 

Harry  scowled.  "Ain't  that  a  hell  of  a  lot?"  he  asked. 
He  didn't  think  it  was  but  hoped  there  might  be  a  chance 
of  jewing  him  down. 

"No,  it  isn't,"  Jim  Spears  replied  firmly.  "Consider- 
ing what  you'll  make." 

"What  if  I  lose?" 

"That's  the  chance  you  take,  but  you  won't  lose." 

Harry's  eyes  began  to  gleam.  "How  do  you  know  I 
won't?" 

"Because  I  won't  let  you.  I'll  buy  five  hundred  dollars 
worth  of  wheat  and  when  it  goes  up  I'll  sell." 

"What  if  it  goes  down?" 

"Then  I'll  hang  on  to  it  till  it  goes  up  again.  It 
doesn't  have  to  go  up  much,"  Spears  explained.  "That's 
the  idea.  I  don't  wait  for  a  huge  profit.  As  soon  as  it's  up 
a  few  cents,  I  get  rid  of  it.  You  can't  lose  that  way. 
Maybe  you  don't  make  as  much,  but  you  just  keep  on  buy- 
ing and  selling  and  making  a  little  each  time.  Do  you 
have  the  dough  with  you?" 

"You're  damn  right,  I  have!  Brought  along  one 
thousand  dollars." 

"All  right.  Hand  it  over  and  I'll  buy  nine  hundred 
and  eighty  dollars  worth  of  wheat  for  you.  You  won't 
be  sorry." 

Harry  handed  over  the  money  and  Jim  wrote  him 
a  receipt. 

"Are  you  going  back  home  today?"  Jim  asked. 

"No,  I  was  planning  on  staying  overnight.  Have  a 
sick  horse  so  maybe  I'll  have  to  stay  longer.  Guess  I'd 
better  go  back  over  to  the  stable  and  see  how  he  is." 

'Til  walk  over  with  you.  A  little  exercise  will  do 
me  good." 

When  they  arrived  at  the  barn  it  didn't  take  them 
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long  to  find  out  that  the  horse  was  beyond  help.  He  was 
rolling  on  the  floor  in  pain. 

"Too  bad.  Maybe  we  could  get  an  M.D."  Jim  sug- 
gested. "I'll  call  Doc  Lewis  and  explain  that  the  vet  is 
away.  I  tell  him  how  important  it  is  to  you.  I  (don't 
believe  he'll  mind  looking  in." 

Dr.  Lewis  didn't  mind,  but  it  was  too  late.  By  the 
time  he  got  there  Dock  was  dead.  Harry  blew  his  nose 
hard  and  his  eyes  were  bright  with  unshed  tears  as  he 
said  over  and  over,  "I  don't  know  what  Merry  will  say!" 

Jim  slapped  him  on  the  shoulder  sympathetically. 
"Snap  out  of  it,  man.  You  can  buy  your  sister  another 
horse!" 

"You  don't  understand,  Jim,  but  it's  all  right.  Yes, 
I'll  have  to  buy  another  horse  before  I  can  get  home. 
Guess  I'll  stay  down  here  a  little  while.  Maybe  I'll  find 
something." 

"All  right,"  Jim  said.  "I'd  better  go  back  to  the  hotel 
and  put  your  money  in  the  safe.  Say,  by  the  way,  there's 
a  big  affair  over  at  the  town  hall  tonight.  How  would 
you  like  to  go?" 

"Depends  on  what  it  is." 

"Oh,  it's  some  sort  of  a  bazaar.  Old  Ida  is  sponsoring 
it  for  charity." 

"Who  the  devil  is  'Old  Ida'?" 

"Why,  have  you  never  heard  of  her?"  Jim  asked  in 
surprise.  "She's  the  daughter  of  Jack  Hendrixson  who's 
building  the  great  west  railway.  It  ought  to  go  through 
somewhere  near  your  place." 

Harry's  eyes  sparkled  with  interest.  "There's  only  one 
logical  place  for  a  railroad  and  that's  right  down  our 
ridge.  Boy,  oh  boy,  what  we  could  do  with  a  railroad 
down  there!" 

"What  could  you  do?" 

"Why  build  grain  elevators,  half  a  dozen  or  so,  and 
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all  owned  by  the  Mattsons!  Hell  and  damnation,  would 
the  money  roll  in  then!  Yes,  I'll  go  to  your  bazaar  tonight, 
be  glad  to  go.  I'll  meet  you  at  the  hotel  whenever  you  say." 

"Eight  o'clock  then?" 

"Eight  o'clock  is  right!" 

Harry  stayed  at  the  stable  a  while  and  looked  at  several 
horses,  but  none  seemed  to  please  him  until  a  small  sorrel 
gelding  was  led  in.  He  looked  him  over,  measured  him 
up,  admired  him  and  asked  the  price. 

Harry  offered  thirty  dollars  less  than  the  price  asked 
and  was  surprised  when  the  offer  was  accepted. 

He  paid  the  price,  took  his  receipt  and  walked  back 
down  to  the  hotel.  Jim  Spears  was  waiting  in  the  lobby. 
"Are  you  ready?"  he  asked. 

He  had  not  known  it  was  so  late  and  answered,  "I  will 
be  in  just  a  few  minutes.  I'll  have  to  grab  a  bite  to  eat 
and  change  my  clothes.  I  smell  too  horsey  for  a  party." 

He  was  very  glad  he  had  brought  his  good  suit  along. 
He  dressed  carefully  and  then  glanced  in  the  mirror.  He 
hadn't  looked  at  himself  for  a  long  time,  but  the  reflection 
he  saw  was  not  too  displeasing. 

"Now,"  he  thought,  "for  Old  Ida — whoever  she  is. 
I'm  going  to  meet  her  or  bust  a  gut  trying!  Through  her 
I'll  get  to  know  Old  Man  Hendrixson.  That  railroad  must 
go  down  the  ridge!" 

Later,  when  he  saw  her,  he  wondered  if  he  really  did 
wish  to  meet  her.  Her  nose  seemed  to  be  plastered  all 
over  her  face  and  her  body  was  so  angular  that  he  thought 
she  would  make  a  good  coat  rack. 

Still  for  a  railroad  and  money  he  could  stand  a  great 
deal.  He  really  didn't  want  Ida's  money,  he  told  himself, 
but  only  the  opportunity  she  could  give  him  to  make  more 
himself.  With  a  railroad  down  the  ridge,  he  could  do 
many  things,  and  nothing  was  so  pleasant  to  him  as  the 
feel  of  dollar  bills  going  through  his  fingers. 
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The  bazaar  was  a  very  dry  affair,  but  he  spent  five 
dollars  in  Ida's  booth.  He  hung  around  her  all  evening, 
talking  more  than  he  had  talked  to  a  woman  in  five  years. 
Ida  sparkled  and  glowed.  He  could  see  that  she  was  not 
accustomed  to  masculine  attention  and  used  the  knowledge 
to  his  advantage. 

"May  I  escort  you  home,  Miss  Hendrixson?"  he  asked 
as  the  evening  drew  to  a  close.  "I  have  always  admired 
a  woman  who  could  conduct  a  successful  bazaar.  You  are 
to  be  congratulated." 

Ida  blushed  and  accepted  his  offer  and  Harry,  who  had 
been  able  to  see  nothing  but  her  nose,  suddenly  noticed 
that  she  had  a  cast  in  one  eye.  While  he  waited  for  her 
he  turned  to  Jim  Spears. 

"What  in  hell  is  wrong  with  her  eye?"  he  asked. 

"She  ran  a  stick  into  it  several  years  ago,"  Jim  answered. 
"She's  been  blind  in  that  eye  ever  since." 

"Good  God!  Could  one  woman  have  anything  more 
wrong  with  her?" 

Jim  laughed.  "Not  much.  But  say — you  don't  want 
to  trifle  with  her,  if  you  expect  her  old  man  to  throw 
things  your  way." 

"I  don't  intend  to  trifle.  You'll  see." 

Harry  wasn't  trifling.  He  didn't  intend  to  let  a  chance 
like  this  slip  through  his  fingers! 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 


Thus  began  Harry  Mattson's  courtship  of  "Old  Ida" 
Hendrixson.  During  the  weeks  that  followed  Ida  was 
so  excited  that  she  hardly  knew  whether  she  was  standing 
on  her  head  or  her  heels.  Harry  spent  most  of  his  time 
in  Dauphin  and  when  Gerald  wanted  to  know  why,  he 
explained  the  whole  affair. 

"Don't  you  see — when  Ida's  my  wife,  her  old  man's 
bound  to  let  the  railroad  come  by  our  property.  It  will 
mean  millions  for  us!  We'll  never  have  to  think  of  selling 
brew  again!" 

"But  how  do  you  know  she'll  have  you?"  Gerald 
wanted  to  know. 

Harry  laughed  boisterously.  "Wait  till  you  see  her! 
She'd  have  any  man  who'd  ask  her!" 

"But  don't  you  love  her  at  all?" 

"No,  I  don't,"  Harry  answered  honestly.  "But  danged 
if  I  don't  like  her!  Old  Ida's  a  good  sort!" 

They  were  standing  under  an  arc  lamp  the  night  he 
proposed,  and  the  wind  and  snow  were  blowing  up  the 
street  at  sixty  miles  an  hour.  Harry  had  to  shout  to  make 
himself  heard,  but  even  in  the  uncertain  light  he  could  see 
Ida's  red  cheeks  and  her  excited  eyes. 

"Mr.  Mattson,"  she  finally  said,  "You  remind  me  of 
that  wind.  You  sweep  me  off  my  feet!" 

Harry  caught  her  in  his  arms  and  kissed  her  hard. 
Her  nose  was  so  big  that  he  could  hardly  find  her  mouth. 
"You  haven't  answered  me,"  he  said  impatiently. 
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"I'd  like  to  know  first  why  you  want  me?"  she  asked 
shrewdly. 

To  save  his  soul  he  couldn't  tell  her  that  it  was  because 
she  was  beautiful  or  that  he  loved  her,  but  did  manage 
to  say,  "Because  I  need  a  wife.  Every  man  does!" 

Poor  Ida  was  not  a  fool,  and  as  the  wind  caught 
around  her  angular  limbs  she  thought,  "He  probably  wants 
my  money,  but  I'd  sure  like  a  husband.  He  isn't  bad 
looking.  He's  so  big  and  strong.  I'll  make  him  so  comfort- 
able that  he'll  love  me  in  spite  of  my  ugly  face." 

Aloud  she  said,  "I'll  marry  you  as  soon  as  you  can 
get  a  license." 

After  Harry  kissed  her  goodnight  at  the  gate,  Ida 
stood  for  a  long  while  thinking.  If  she  had  only  one 
happy  day  out  of  this  union  it  would  be  worth  it,  and 
more  than  she  had  ever  expected.  Her  head  was  whirling 
with  happiness  and  she  felt  like  a  young  girl  again. 

Ida  was  up  and  dressed  by  seven  o'clock  and  wondered 
if  he  would  think  her  over-anxious  if  she  appeared  on 
time.  "No,"  she  thought.  "I'll  be  punctual.  I'll  never 
make  him  wait  for  me." 

She  slipped  out  of  the  house  without  disturbing  her 
parents,  and  as  the  clock  struck  eight  she  entered  the  hotel 
lobby.  To  her  delight  Harry  was  already  there. 

"Have  I  kept  you  waiting?"  she  asked  anxiously. 

He  beamed  at  her.  "No,  you're  Johnny  on  the  spot! 
I  knew  you  would  be.  I  believe  I've  picked  a  winner. 
Darling,  are  you  ready?" 

No  one  had  ever  called  her  "darling"  before.  If  he 
only  meant  it!  Ida  decided  she  was  going  to  start  using 
her  imagination  right  away. 

Marriage  licenses  were  issued  at  the  jeweler's,  and  they 
were  standing  on  the  step  when  he  opened  the  door.  While 
waiting  the  few  hours  between  the  issuance  of  the  license 
and  the  ceremony.  Harry  took  Ida  down  to  the  barn  and 
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showed  her  the  horses.  He  told  her  all  about  Merry 
and  Gerald. 

"Darling,"  he  asked,  "You  won't  mind  having  Gerald 
live  with  us,  will  you?" 

"Oh,  heavens!"  she  thought.  "I  won't  mind  if  the 
whole  world  lives  with  us,  if  he'll  only  continue  to  call 
me  'darling'."  But  aloud  she  said,  "Your  people  are  mine 
from  now  on  and  I  hope  you'll  never  regret  having 
married  me!" 

The  ceremony  was  soon  over  and  then  Harry  said, 
"Did  you  tell  your  people,  Ida?" 

"No,"  she  answered.  "I  was  afraid  they  might  object." 

"Then  we'll  go  over  to  the  house  right  now  and  say 
goodbye.  What's  done  can't  be  undone."  Harry  experi- 
enced a  slight  feeling  of  fright.  What  if  old  man  Hendrix- 
son  made  a  fuss?  He  might  even  disinherit  Ida  and  then 
this  sacrifice  would  have  been  in  vain.  Well,  it  would  be 
best  to  find  out  how  they  took  the  idea  of  a  son-in-law 
right  away.  Too  bad  he  had  never  met  them  when  he 
called. 

But  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hendrixson  proved  to  be  very  nice 
people.  As  Harry  shook  hands  with  them  he  wondered 
why  Ida  had  to  be  su'ch  an  ugly  duckling  when  her 
parents  were  possessed  of  at  least  ordinary  good  looks. 

When  told  of  the  marriage  Mr.  Hendrixson  looked 
surprised  for  a  moment,  then  merely  said,  "Well,  this 
is  rather  a  shock!  But  welcome  to  our  home,  son." 

Mrs.  Hendrixson  cried  a  little,  probably  with  the  joy 
of  knowing  that  at  last  her  daughter  was  married. 

Skimming  over  the  wintry  road  with  horses  and  cutter 
was  a  new  experience  to  Ida,  but  she  enjoyed  every  moment 
of  it.  As  they  pulled  in  at  the  gate,  Harry  said,  "You  run 
into  the  house,  darling,  while  I  put  the  team  away.  No  use 
in  you  freezing!" 
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So  it  was  quite  alone  that  Ida  walked  into  her  new 
home.  As  she  opened  the  door  of  the  kitchen  she  beheld 
Gerald  sitting  in  the  lamp  light  with  his  feet  in  the  oven. 
He  was  quite  handsome,  she  decided,  but  she  liked  her 
Harry  much  better. 

"Hello,  Gerald,"  she  said  and  smiled  with  inward 
amusement  as  she  realized  what  a  shock  she  must  be. 

Gerald  looked  up  in  surprise  and  his  brows  drew 
together.  "Who  are  you?"  he  asked  ungraciously. 

Ida  blushed.  "I  guess  I'm  your  new  sister — for — 
I'm  Harry's  wife!" 

At  this  Gerald  jumped  to  his  feet  and  stared  at  her. 
"His  wife!"  he  exclaimed.  "So  that's  why  he  tore  out 
of  here  so  early  yesterday.  He  might  have  invited  me  to 
the  wedding." 

"Well,"  she  explained,  "It  was  quite  sudden.  We 
hardly  knew  it  had  happened  ourselves." 

He  extended  his  hand  awkwardly.  "Well — welcome 
to  your  new  home,"  he  said. 

"Thank  you."  Ida  began  to  take  off  her  wraps,  all 
the  while  conscious  of  Gerald's  eyes  on  her  appraisingly. 
She  supposed  he  was  terribly  disappointed  in  her  looks. 
But  in  a  moment  he  asked,  "Say — can  you  cook?" 

Ida  laughed  and  the  ice  was  broken.  "Cook?  Yes, 
indeed!'  They  had  always  had  servants  at  home  but  Ida 
had  been  interested  in  cooking  and  had  thoroughly 
mastered  the  art.  She  reflected  if  the  road  to  a  man's 
heart  was  really  through  his  stomach,  she'd  be  inside  of 
her  husband's  heart  in  a  very  few  days. 

Gerald  laughed  too.  "Then,  gosh,  I'm  glad  to  see 
you!"  he  admitted. 

Ida  glanced  quickly  about,  found  the  kettle,  put  it  on 
and  by  the  time  Harry  came  in  from  the  barn  and  a  cup 
of  hot  tea  was  ready  for  him,  he  thought,  "This  is  rather 
nice.  Maybe  it  won't  be  so  bad  after  all!" 
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Later  when  Gerald  had  a  chance  to  speak  to  his  brother 
alone,  he  said  drily,  "You  surely  didn't  pick  her  for  her 
looks,  Harry!" 

"No,  by  God,  but  beauty  is  only  skin  deep!"  Harry 
retorted.  "Remember  the  railroad!" 

"You  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  yourself!" 

"Maybe  I  ought,  but  if  I  treat  her  right,  I  don't  see 
why  I  should.  And  I'm  going  to  treat  her  right!" 

Somehow  when  bedtime  came  though,  it  didn't  seem 
right  to  be  climbing  the  stairs  with  this  lanky  woman. 
He  had  thought  often  of  a  wife  but  had  never  imagined 
her  looking  like  this.  However  he  said  tenderly,  "Darling, 
are  you  happy?" 

Ida  replied  instantly,  joyously,  "So  happy  that  I  can- 
not describe  it!" 

Some  of  the  irony  of  the  whole  affair  was  lost  in  this 
remark.  It  seemed  good  to  know  that  he  was  making 
someone  so  gloriously  happy.  Later  on  he  said,  "My  dear, 
we're  going  to  feed  you  plenty  of  cream  and  fill  but 
those  hollows." 

"She's  swell!'  Gerald  said  after  the  first  week.  "After 
you've  been  around  Ida  for  a  while,  you  even  forget  that 
she's  got  a  face!" 

As  for  Harry,  he  glowed  with  peace  and  contentment, 
and  finally  came  to  the  conclusion  that  he  would  have  been 
glad  to  have  Ida  for  his  wife  even  without  the  railroad. 
This  did  not  keep  him  from  still  coveting  it,  however,  and 
one  day  he  and  Ida  drove  again  into  Dauphin  to  see 
her  parents. 

As  they  drove  through  the  main  street  they  saw  Jim 
Spears,  who  hailed  Harry  excitedly.  Harry  drew  up  at 
the  curb  and  Jim  ran  out  to  stand  beside  them.  "Good 
news,  old  man."  he  cried.  "Wheat  took  a  jump  and  I  sold. 
You  have  a  nice  profit  even  after  my  commission  has  been 
paid.  What  do  you  want  me  to  do  now?" 
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"Same  thing  over  again,  I  guess." 

"Sure  thing."  Jim's  eyes  fell  on  Ida  and  he  held  out 
his  hand,  smiling.  "By  the  way,  Congratulations  are  in 
order  I  hear.  And  I  feel  like  I  had  a  hand  in  the  affair, 
Mrs.  Mattson,  since  I  introduced  you  two." 

"Thank  you,  Mr.  Spears,"  Ida  beamed.  "You  must 
come  out  to  the  ridge  to  see  us  some  time." 

"I'll  sure  do  that,"  Jim  promised.  "But  I'd  like  to 
bring  you  over  a  financial  statement  today,  Harry.  Where 
you  will  be — at  Hendrixsons?" 

"Yes,  we're  on  our  way  over  there  now.  Thanks  for 
everything,  Jim.  See  you  later." 

Ida's  parents  appeared  very  glad  to  see  them  both, 
and  when  Ida  had  gone  upstairs  to  talk  over  the  affairs 
of  the  last  two  weeks  with  her  mother,  it  didn't  take 
Harry  long  to  broach  the  subject  of  the  railroad  to  Mr. 
Hendrixson. 

"I  know  you've  got  the  land  all  surveyed  four  miles 
north  of  my  place,  Mr.  Hendrixson,  but  the  best  place 
for  your  railroad  is  down  the  ridge." 

"Past  your  place,  you  mean?" 

"Right  past  our  place,"  Harry  corrected,  watching 
him  closely. 

Mr.  Hendrixson  shot  a  startling  question.  "Say,  is  that 
why  you  married  my  daughter?" 

Harry  swallowed  twice  and  thought  hard  for  a  minute 
before  he  replied  soberly.  "Yes,  sir,  that's  why." 

A  suspicion  of  a  twinkle  appeared  in  Hendrixson's 
eye.  "Well,  at  least  you're  honest.  Have  you  been  sorry 
of  the  bargain  yet?" 

"No,  I  can  truly  say  that  I  haven't,"  Harry  answered 
and  it  was  easy  to  see  that  he  meant  what  he  said.  "I've 
never  been  so  comfortable  and  well  cared  for  in  my  life 
and  I  know  that  soon  I'm  going  to  be  able  to  teU  Ida 
I  love  her  and  mean  it." 
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Mr.  Hendrixson  was  thoughtful.  He  decided  that  he 
was  not  at  all  displeased  with  the  match  Ida  had  made. 
This  man  was  honest,  fearless  and  determined.  He  would 
go  far. 

"Well,"  he  agreed,  "I'll  come  out  first  thing  when  the 
weather  breaks  up  in  the  spring  and  look  things  over!" 

Harry  thought.  "How  lucky  I  am.  How  damned 
lucky!  How  in  hell  can  I  be  so  lucky?" 


GHOST   LIGHT  99 


CHAPTER  XV. 


At  Mrs.  Larkins'  school  Merry  was  finding  the  days 
passing  very  swiftly,  and  still  the  gnawing  fear  in  her 
heart  tortured  her  night  and  day.  Her  popularity  had  not 
increased,  for  indeed  she  stuck  so  closely  to  her  books  that 
she  had  little  time  for  the  gossip  and  fun  that  seemed 
to  be  a  part  of  the  other  girls'  lives. 

Burrell  would  soon  be  out  again  and  she  firmly 
resolved  that  this  time  she  would  tell  him.  She  wondered 
why  it  was  always  to  Burrell  she  thought  of  going  with 
her  trouble. 

One  evening  while  sitting  in  Ann's  room  a  few  minutes 
before  bedtime,  Gill  Peterson  and  several  other  girls  came 
in.  Gill  was  bursting  with  news.  "I'll  bet  you'd  never 
guess  who  I  saw  today,"  she  began  eagerly. 

Ann  shrugged.  "It  would  be  hard  to  say — you're  likely 
to  meet  most  anyone  on  a  shopping  trip." 

"Well,  it  was  Ila  Green." 

Ann  sat  up  in  amazement.  "Ila  Green!  I  thought 
she  had  dropped  off  the  face  of  the  earth.  Why  didn't 
she  come  back  to  school  this  fall?" 

Gill  smirked  knowingly.  "Reason  enough!  She's 
married  and  what's  more,  she  has  a  baby.  She  told  me 
that  she  was  secretly  married  last  October,  but  I  don't 
believe  a  word  of  it!" 

Jessie  Martin,  one  of  the  other  girls,  spoke  up.  "I 
know  she  wasn't  married,  because  she  told  me  all  about 
it  at  the  time." 
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Gill  turned  on  her  in  surprise.  "Told  you  all  about  it! 
And  you've  been  keeping  it  to  yourself  all  this  time!  You 
are  Scotch  with  your  news,  I  must  say!" 

"Well,  she  asked  me  not  to  tell  anyone,"  Jessie 
defended  herself,  "but  now  that  the  cat  is  out  of  the  bag, 
I  guess  it  doesn't  make  any  difference.  Personally  I  think 
she  was  an  awful  fool." 

"Why  a  fool?"  Merry  asked  with  great  interest. 

"Because  Paul  Praetz  didn't  want  her.  Her  father  went 
to  him  and  bought  him  a  clothing  store  business  so  that 
he  would  marry  her  peacefuly.  Ila  was  scared  to  death. 
Her  father  told  her  he  was  going  to  shoot  Paul.  I  guess 
everything  has  turned  out  all  right,  but  imagine  being 
married  under  those  circumstances!" 

"I  think  she  was  very  lucky,"  Merry  remarked  wist- 
fully. "What  if  Paul  had  run  away  and  they  couldn't 
find  him?" 

Jessie  laughed.  "I  guess  he  was  just  about  ready  to 
do  that  very  thing,  but  Mr.  Green  caught  him  just  in  time." 

Merry  drew  in  her  breath  sharply.  "What  on  earth 
would  she  have  done  if  he  had?" 

"Well,  she  said  she'd  have  had  the  baby  anyway  and 
that  her  parents  would  have  had  to  adopt  it." 

Merry  was  thinking  wildly,  "I  must  keep  this  conver- 
sation going." 

She  turned  to  Ann.  "What  would  you  have  done  if 
you  had  been  in  a  fix  like  that?"  she  asked  eagerly. 

"I  don't  know.  My  parents  aren't  as  broad-minded  as 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Green.  I  don't  think  I'd  ever  have  the  nerve 
to  tell  them  such  a  thing.  I  guess  I'd  have  an  abortion." 

"Abortion?  How  could  you  catch  it?" 

"What  do  you  mean — catch  it?" 

"Well,  it's  a  disease,  isn't  it?"  Merry  went  on  earnestly. 
"Our  cow,  Sadie,  had  it  once  and  my  brothers  sold  her. 
They  said  that  a  cow  with  that  disease  never  got  over  it!" 
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The  girls  howled  with  laughter  and  Gill  Peterson 
groaned,  "Oh,  Lord!  Don't  you  ever  think  of  anything 
besides  horses  and  cows?  You  don't  catch  an  abortion, 
you  poor  nit-wit!  You  have  a  doctor  perform  it.  If  you 
can't  find  a  doctor  who'll  do  it,  you  go  to  Ma  Jenkins  in 
St.  James.  I  know  several  girls  who've  been  to  her." 

Merry  lay  awake  long  after  she  went  to  bed.  She 
didn't  care  if  the  girls  had  laughed  at  her.  She  had  found 
out  something.  "Ma  Jenkins  in  St.  James."  She  said  this 
over  and  over  to  herself.  Other  girls  had  been  in  the  same 
trouble!  This  thought  seemed  to  be  some  consolation  for 
she  had  somehow  thought  that  she  was  the  only  one.  Her 
heart  lifted  jubilantly.  There  was  something  she  could  do 
about  it  and  no  one  would  be  any  the  wiser.  She  wouldn't 
have  to  tell  her  brothers.  How  glad  she  was  that  she 
hadn't  told  anyone — not  even  Burrell  whose  deep  respect 
she  could  now  keep. 

On  Saturday  she  would  see  Ma  Jenkins,  whoever  she 
was,  and  tell  her  all  about  it.  How  good  it  was  going  to 
be  to  be  able  to  tell  someone. 

Next  evening,  during  the  dinner  hour,  Merry  found 
a  telephone  directory  and  hunted  for  Jenkins  in  St.  James. 
She  counted  them — thirty  in  all.  Of  course  there  would 
be  no  one  listed  under  the  name  of  "Ma!"  How  stupid 
she  had  been  not  to  have  thought  of  that.  What  should 
she  do  now?  Well,  there  seemed  to  be  nothing  else  to  do 
but  to  take  Saturday  and  Sunday  and  visit  them  all ! 

On  Saturday  Merry  was  out  bright  and  early  and  was 
rapping  on  a  Jenkins  door  by  nine  o'clock.  No,  there 
was  no  one  there  who  was  known  as  "Ma." 

"They  must  think  I'm  crazy,"  Merry  thought,  "But 
I've  got  to  find  her!" 

On  and  on  she  went,  from  door  to  door  and  when  four 
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o'clock  came  Ma  Jenkins  had  still  not  been  located.  Merry 
began  to  grow  heartsick  and  discouraged.  Her  feet  and 
back  ached  almost  unbearably. 

There  was  nothing  else  for  it  but  to  keep  on  hunting 
for  Ma  Jenkins,  and  after  ringing  twenty-six  door  bells 
finally  located  her. 

She  was  a  large  woman,  not  over  thirty.  She  took 
Merry  into  the  parlor  as  if  she  were  receiving  a  very  special 
social  caller.  "This  isn't  going  to  be  bad,"  Merry  thought, 
relief  surging  through  her  tired  body.  "I  imagined  that 
she  would  be  an  old  hag.  But  she's — nice." 

Ma  Jenkins  was  noted  as  being  easy  to  know.  Large, 
clean  and  capable  looking,  she  had  a  manner  of  putting 
a  person  immediately  at  ease.  Merry  felt  no  embarrassment 
in  her  presence  while  she  talked  with  her.  "Ma"  acted  as 
though  this  were  just  an  everyday  common-place  affair. 
Nothing  at  all  to  worry  about. 

"My  dear,"  she  said  soothingly.  "You're  just  a  victim 
of  circumstance  and  there  is  a  way  out.  I  can  help  you 
under  one  condition." 

"Oh,  what  it  that?" 

"First  you  must  promise  that  no  matter  what  happens, 
you  will  never,  never  tell  who  helped  you  out  of  this." 

"Oh,  I'll  never  tell.  You  can  depend  on  that.  Is  any- 
thing likely  to  happen?" 

"Well — so  far  I've  had  no  serious  trouble.  You  must 
never  forget  though  that  you're  taking  a  chance,  and  it's 
a  chance  that  you're  going  to  have  to  pay  for.  I  do  this 
for  a  living,  you  know — and  not  for  my  health  as  a  great 
many  people  seem  to  think." 

"Oh,  I  expected  to  pay,"  Merry  assured  her.  "How 
much  do  you  charge?" 

The  fact  of  the  matter  was  that  Mrs.  Jenkins  had  no 
set  fee.  She  took  whatever  she  could  get.  Now  if  this  girl 
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had  been  accompanied  by  a  doting  parent  she  might  have 
been  able  to  collect  a  great  deal  of  money.  As  it  was, 
however,  from  what  this  girl  had  told  her,  she  gathered 
that  Merry  would  rather  die  than  confide  in  her  brothers. 
She  thought  for  a  few  moments,  and  said  twenty-five  dollars. 

"We'd  better  start  right  away.  Tomorrow  is  Sunday 
and  you  won't  have  any  school.  You  can  just  lay  around, 
which  will  be  the  best  thing  for  you!" 

Merry  heaved  a  sigh  of  relief  as  she  followed  Mrs. 
Jenkins  to  a  small  room  in  the  basement  that  had  been 
fixed  up  for  the  work.  She  had  no  idea  what  was  going 
to  happen  to  her  and  cared  less.  She  wondered  for  a 
moment  what  John  would  think  if  he  knew  that  she  was 
doing  this,  but  decided  that  if  he  cared  very  much  he 
wouldn't  have  gone  away.  The  fact  that  she  was  destroy- 
ing their  child  did  not  worry  her,  for  she  had  never 
endowed  it  with  a  personality  in  her  thinking.  All  she 
could  realize  was  how  fortunate  she  was  to  be  able  to  get 
out  of  this  trouble  so  easily. 

As  Merry  left  the  room  in  Ma  Jenkins'  basement,  she 
thought,  "Well,  that  hurt  pretty  badly,  but  thank  goodness 
I  didn't  make  any  noise.  It  sure  is  a  relief  to  know  that 
it's  all  over!" 

She  felt  rather  faint  and  Ma  Jenkins'  voice  seemed  to 
be  coming  from  a  great  distance.  What  was  she  saying? 
It  wasn't  all  over  yet!  There  would  be  more  pain.  All 
day  tomorrow  she  must  suffer,  but  she'd  have  to  grin  and 
bear  it.  Ma  said  she  knew  Merry  had  what  it  takes.  Good 
old  grit,  seldom  found  in  young  girls  these  days.  Would 
she  like  to  lie  on  the  couch  a  little  while?  Those  pains 
she  was  having  would  lessen  in  half  an  hour  or  so  and 
then  she  could  go  home. 

Merry  lay  down  on  the  couch  in  the  parlor.  Her  face 
was  white  and  a  rim  of  perspiration  circled  her  lips.  "I 
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can  take  it!"  she  thought.  "I'm  going  to  have  to  take  it. 
Somehow,  I  had  the  idea  that  this  was  all  there  was  to  it, 
but  I  guess  she  ought  to  know.  Gee — it's  awful  to  be 
as  ignorant  as  I  am." 

After  a  while  Merry  felt  better  and  Ma  said  she  could 
go  back  to  the  school.  She  really  never  had  any  idea  of 
how  she  got  there,  but  somehow  she  was  there  with  the 
other  girls.  She  began  to  feel  feverish  and  went  to  bed 
early. 

Merry  didn't  sleep  much  that  night.  She  had  pains  at 
regular  intervals,  not  bad,  but  enough  to  keep  her  awake. 
She  thought,  "These  aren't  bad.  If  it's  no  worse  than  this 
I  can  stand  it!" 

About  five  o'clock  in  the  morning  she  became  exhausted 
from  lack  of  sleep  and  dozed  off  only  to  awaken  at  seven. 
The  pains  were  harder  and  closer  together. 

The  long  deadly  monotony  of  Sunday  set  in.  During 
the  church  service  which  they  were  all  expected  to  attend, 
Merry  felt  that  she  must  scream  out  in  agony.  She  caught 
Mrs.  Larkins'  eyes  upon  her  white  face  once  and  by  a 
superhuman  effort  controlled  her  features. 

Toward  evening  she  felt  as  if  her  hips  were  being  torn 
apart  and  knew  that  if  the  pains  became  any  more  severe 
she  would  have  to  groan  aloud.  Surely  things  were  not 
going  as  usual  in  such  cases.  Something  must  be  wrong. 
Ma  Jenkins  hadn't  indicated  that  it  would  be  as  bad  as 
all  this.  She  went  to  bed  early  because  she  couldn't  join 
in  any  conversation. 

Gill  came  in.  "Aren't  you  feeling  well?"  she  asked 
curiously. 

"Oh,  just  a  headache,"  Merry  replied  through  white 
lips.  "Thought  I'd  go  to  bed  and  sleep  it  off."  She  closed 
her  eyes  and  pretended  to  be  asleep. 

By  eleven  o'clock  the  pains  were  so  severe  that  she 


GHOST   LIGHT  105 

thought  she  must  scream  aloud.  "I  can't  lie  here  another 
minute,  that's  all  there  it  to  it!"  she  said  to  herself.  "If 
I  were  only  in  a  room  by  myself  I  could  walk  up  and  down." 

She  arose,  dressed  as  quietly  as  she  could  and  slipped 
out  of  the  room,  then  remembered  that  if  anything  should 
happen  to  her  she  didn't  want  the  school  searching  for  her. 
She  went  back  and  scribbled  a  note. 

"Lonely  for  my  brothers.  Couldn't  stand  it  any  longer. 
Have  gone  home." 

That  would  stop  all  questions  and  when  this  was  all 
over  she  would  go  home  and  the  boys  would  forgive  her 
for  leaving  school. 

Merry  slipped  quietly  out  into  the  night,  not  knowing 
where  she  was  going  or  what  she  intended  to  do.  All  she 
wanted  was  to  find  some  place  where  she  could  groan 
when  she  felt  like  it.  She  walked  aimlessly  down  a  back 
alley.  The  pains  were  getting  worse  and  the  cold  No- 
vember wind  seemed  to  be  piercing  the  very  marrow  in 
her  bones. 

It  seemed  to  her  that  she  had  gone  a  great  way,  when 
suddenly  to  her  disordered  imagination  a  dazzling  light 
seemed  to  rise  in  front  of  her.  Bluish-green,  it  rose  and 
.  .'11  tantalizingly  before  her,  beckoning  her  on.  If  she 
could  only  reach  it  she  fancied  her  troubles  would  all  be 
over.  But  it  was  illusive — appearing,  fading,  dancing. 
Somewhere  she  had  followed  a  light  like  this  before!  A 
baby!  The  light  had  something  to  do  with  a  baby!  Her 
baby — no — herself!  Her  brothers  had  been  following  a 
light  when  they  found  her  in  the  swamp!  And  now  she 
was  following  it  to  find  her  baby! 

Merry  laughed  aloud  through  lips  twisted  with  pain. 
It  was  the  ghost  light  she  was  following!  She  must  be 
close  to  home — this  time  she  would  really  reach  it — ! 

She  would  reach  it  if  only  this  numbness  would  pass — 


106  GHOST   LIGHT 

the  light  was  fading — she  could  not  see  it — she  must — 
she  must  lie  down — for  a  moment — in  the  snow. 

The  next  thing  she  knew  she  felt  her  face  buried  in 
wet  fur — and  the  light  was  gone.  Where  was  she?  This 
must  be  a  policeman.  The  fur  was  his  buffalo  coat.  He 
was  carrying  her  somewhere.  She  shut  her  eyes.  She 
wouldn't  let  on  that  she  was  awake.  She'd  just  let  him 
take  her  wherever  he  wanted  to.  It  didn't  matter.  Nothing 
mattered. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 


Winter  in  all  its  fury  settled  deeper  and  deeper  over 
the  ridge.  Ida  Mattson  wondered  if  this  was  the  place 
where  the  wind  was  made. 

"I  suppose  when  spring  comes  and  the  other  roads 
open  up  a  bit  our  neighbors  will  call.  I  thought  maybe 
we'd  have  had  visitors  before  this,"  said  Ida. 

Harry  grunted.  "You  won't  see  much  of  the  neighbors, 
I'm  afraid.  They  have  a  grudge  against  us  because  we 
didn't  go  to  the  war." 

"They're  going  to  get  over  that,"  Ida  said  complacently. 
"I'm  going  to  see  that  they  get  over  it.  Forget  it  completely." 

Her  chance  came  sooner  than  she  expected.  The  next 
day  as  they  drove  along  the  ridge  they  saw  a  cloud  of 
smoke  soaring  skyward.  Harry  looked  thoughtfull  but  all 
he  said  was,  "Must  be  a  fire  over  there." 

"No  one  would  be  burning  straw — it's  too  scarce. 
Must  be  a  building.  Let's  go  see  where  it  is,"  Ida  suggested. 

"Hell,  why  should  we  put  ourselves  out?  I  know  right 
where  it  is." 

She  looked  at  him  in  amazement.  "You  know  where  it 
is,  and  you  don't  want  to  go?" 

"No,  why  should  I?" 

"Wouldn't  you  want  someone  to  help  you  if  you  were 
being  burned  out?" 

"Oh,  I  suppose  so.  From  the  location  of  that  smoke, 
though,  I'd  say  it  was  at  Masters  and  Lenna  Masters  is  a 
devil  on  wheels!  She  sure  wouldn't  do  anything  for  me." 
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Ida  was  insistent.    "Please,  Harry." 

Harry  flicked  the  lines  helplessly  and  the  horses  started 
off  over  the  fields  at  a  gallop. 

It  was  too  late  to  do  much.  By  the  time  they  got  there 
the  house  was  almost  down  to  the  ground.  Hank  Masters 
was  running  frantically  about.  Their  two  children  were 
nowhere  to  be  seen.  Harry  called,  "Anyone  hurt,  Hank? 
Where's  the  kids?" 

Hank  came  forward,  his  hands  shaking,  his  many 
ailments  forgotten  for  once.  "Sent  'em  to  the  barn,"  he 
answered  dazedly.  "Their  coats  were  upstairs  and  when 
Lenna  started  up  to  get  them  the  smoke  almost  choked 
her  to  death.  We  haven't  able  to  save  a  thing  except  the 
rags  we  have  on  our  backs." 

Lenna  was  crying,  "Oh,  my  home,  my  nice  home!" 
She  was  wringing  her  hands  and  the  tears  were  streaming 
down  her  face. 

Ida  was  already  climbing  out  of  the  cutter.  She  went 
at  once  to  the  barn  and  found  two  very  frightened  boys 
trying  to  keep  warm  by  huddling  together.  She  called  to 
Harry  and  when  he  came  she  said,  "We'll  have  to  take 
them  home  with  us.  They  can't  stay  here  any  longer. 
They'll  freeze!" 

Harry  drew  her  aside.  "Now  look  here,  Ida — we  can't 
take  them  up  there.  Their  clothes  are  probably  covered 
with  bugs  and  before  we  know  it  our  place  will  be 
walking  away." 

"Bugs  or  no  bugs,"  Ida  replied,  "we're  taking  them 
home.  It's  inhuman  to  think  of  leaving  them  here." 

Harry  began  to  sputter.  "Damn  it,  anyway,  Ida,  we 
don't  want  our  place  all  cluttered  up  with  those  people, 
but  if  you're  bent  and  bound  on  it,  all  right.  I  think  one 
night  of  it  will  be  enough  to  cure  you,  though!" 

Ida  smiled  to  herself.  Now  she  was  getting  some 
place.  At  last  she  was  beginning  to  influence  Harry.  How- 
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ever  unwilling  he  appeared  to  be,  he  was  giving  in  to 
her  wishes. 

They  walked  back  together  toward  the  smouldering 
ruins  into  which  Lenna  and  Hank  Masters  were  gazing 
ruefully. 

"Damn  lucky,  Hank!"  Harry  said  brusquely.  "If  that 
wind  had  been  blowing  the  other  way,  you'd  have  lost 
your  barn  and  chicken  pen,  too.  Do  you  have  any 
insurance?" 

"Yes,"  Hank  answered,  "I  have  some,  but  it's  an  awful 
time  of  the  year  to  try  to  put  up  a  house.  Don't  know 
where  we'll  stay  tonight." 

Harry  glanced  at  Ida  then  said  slowly,  "Well — there's 
our  place."  He  would  have  liked  to  have  added  "If  you 
feel  like  soiling  yourselves."  But  held  his  tongue. 

Ida  beamed.  This  was  Harry  as  she  wanted  him — 
offering  the  hospitality  of  their  home. 

Hank  didn't  seem  surprised.  The  enormity  of  their 
loss  seemed  to  have  cleared  his  mind  of  everything  else. 
"Well,  it's  burned  to  the  ground,"  he  said.  "There  ain't 
much  we  can  do  now.  We  appreciate  your  offer,  Harry, 
and  we'll  be  glad  to  go.  You  people  go  on  ahead.  I"ll 
put  out  enough  food  for  the  stock  and  then  be  right  along. 
You  sure  you  have  plenty  of  room  for  my  team  up  there?" 

"Oh,  plenty.  Can  I  help  you  with  the  chores?" 

"No  thanks.  Your  wife  will  be  catching  cold  standing 
around  here.  You  can  take  the  kids  with  you  if  you  like." 

That  night  the  Mattson  home  on  the  ridge  was  charged 
with  excitement.  The  Masters'  two  boys  were  indeed  wild 
ones.  They  chased  each  other  round  and  round,  upstairs 
and  down.  Young  Jimmy  Masters  climaxed  the  evening 
by  falling  head  first  into  the  swill  barrel  which  sat  behind 
the  stove. 

Mrs.  Masters  had  to  admit  that  Ida  was  all  right  even 
if  she  didn't  approve  of  the  boys.  No  one  could  have 
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been  kinder  to  her  two  children.  She'd  have  to  tell  the 
women  at  the  church  that  here  was  a  woman  with  a  warm 
heart  who  perhaps  might  some  day  influence  the  wild 
Mattson  boys  into  better  ways  of  living.  Finally  she  said, 
"I  guess  I'd  better  make  the  children  go  to  bed." 

Ida  made  them  a  bed  on  the  floor  close  to  the  heater 
and  after  much  twisting  and  turning  they  went  to  sleep. 
The  three  Mattsons  and  the  Masters  retired  to  the  kitchen 
and  spent  the  remainder  of  the  evening  around  the  kitchen 
stove.  Ways  and  means  of  getting  up  a  new  house  were 
discussed.  Finally  Gerald  said,  "Why  not  have  a  bee?" 
Two  years  ago  Alex  Ducharchink  was  burned  out  and 
bohunks  came  from  miles  around  and  had  a  house  up 
in  no  time." 

"That  would  be  a  good  idea,"  Hank  admitted.  "But 
where  would  we  feed  them  while  they  worked?" 

"How  about  a  granary?"  Harry  asked. 

"We  don't  have  one  that's  fit  to  use,"  Hank  replied. 

Gerald  was  warming  to  the  subject.  He  liked  nothing 
better  than  a  bee  provided  he  didn't  have  to  cook  for  the 
workers.  "We  have  a  good  granary  and  it's  on  skids, 
held  plenty  of  grain  when  we  used  to  farm.  It  has  six 
good  stalls;  we  could  put  in  some  bunks  and  have  it  ready 
in  no  time.  It  has  a  good  roof  and  a  couple  of  rolls  of 
tar  paper  would  make  it  weather  proof.  A  small  stove 
would  heat  it  in  a  hurry." 

Gerald's  plan  was  accepted  as  a  good  one  and  finally 
everyone  went  to  bed.  Ida  had  to  sleep  with  Lenna 
Masters.  She  did  not  like  the  idea  of  being  separated 
from  her  husband  but  there  seemed  to  be  no  other  way. 
To  Harry,  also,  it  didn't  seem  right.  Already  Ida  seemed 
to  be  a  part  of  him.  He  thought  disgustedly,  "I'll  be 
glad  when  this  mob  moves  on.  I  don't  see  why  on  earth 
Ida  insisted  on  having  them  come  here."  But  in  his  heart, 
he  was  proud  of  the  way  she  made  friends  with  people. 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 


When  Merry  came  to  herself  again  she  found  herself 
lying  on  a  table.  Two  nurses  were  hurrying  about  and  the 
policeman  who  had  carried  her  here  was  giving  the  details 
of  finding  her.  A  man  in  a  white  coat  was  writing  on  a 
chart.  Merry  thought,  "He  must  be  a  doctor.  This  must 
be  a  hospital." 

One  of  the  nurses  stopped  and  looked  at  her.  "She 
has  her  eyes  open  now,  Doctor,"  she  said.  "Shall  I  get 
her  name  and  record?" 

"Yes,"  the  doctor  answered,  "and  you,  Miss  Doyle, 
hurry  and  get  those  instruments  ready.  This  girl  is  hemor- 
raging  and  there  isn't  any  time  to  lose." 

Merry  thought  dully,  "I  wonder  how  much  faster  he 
expects  her  to  move.  She  seems  to  be  flying  now." 

The  other  nurse  came  closer  and  introduced  herself. 
"I'm  Miss  Gates,"  she  said  pleasantly.  "Now,  will  you 
tell  me  what  your  name  is,  please?" 

Well,  one  thing  sure,  Merry  decided  she  couldn't  give 
her  right  name.  She'd  have  to  think  up  one.  She  shut 
her  eyes  for  a  moment  and  the  nurse  held  something  to 
her  nose  that  made  her  cough  and  sputter.  "Aromatic 
spirits  of  ammonia,"  she  explained.  "I  thought  you  were 
going  to  faint.  Now,  your  name,  please." 

"Jane  Murphy,"  Merry  said  weakly.  The  nurse  wrote 
it  down. 

"Your  husband's  name,  please?" 

Merry  wished  that  the  floor  would  open  up  and  let  her 
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and  the  table  and  everything  in  the  room  fall  right  through 
it.  "I  have  no  husband,"  she  replied,  almost  inaudibly. 

This  seemed  to  cause  no  surprise.  "Then,  your  parents' 
address,  please." 

"I'll  have  to  tell  them  something,"  Merry  thought, 
so  she  lied  again.  "Two  thousand  and  twenty-six  Selkirk 
Avenue!" 

She  had  seen  the  sign  "Selkirk  Avenue"  one  day  as 
she  passed  by  on  a  street  car  and  it  was  the  only  street 
she  could  think  of  at  the  moment. 

The  nurse  looked  at  her  strangely.  "You  don't  look 
Jewish  and  Murphy  certainly  isn't  a  Jewish  name,  but 
living  on  that  street — !" 

There  was  that  choky  stuff  under  her  nose  again. 
Presently  she  could  hear  the  doctor's  voice.  "But  Doctor 
Mason,"  he  was  saying,  "I  think  you  ought  to  come  down. 
This  girl  has  lost  plenty  of  blood.  She  may  need  a 
transfusion." 

They  seemed  to  be  arguing  about  something  and  finally 
the  doctor  hung  up  the  receiver.  "Miss  Doyle,"  he  said 
wearily,  "put  those  instruments  out  on  a  tray.  I'll  have  to 
do  the  work  myself.  Mason  won't  come.  Says  I  ought 
to  know  enough  by  this  time.  Start  the  anaesthetic,  Miss 
Gates,  and  be  careful.  This  girl's  condition  isn't  any  too 
hot.  I  wish  that  policeman  hadn't  gone.  Someone  ought 
to  notify  her  parents." 

Merry  tried  to  raise  her  hands  and  feet  but  they  felt 
as  if  they  were  weighted  down.  There  was  a  roaring  in 
her  ears.  Nothing  seemed  to  be  real  and  finally  the  roar- 
ing ceased  and  she  felt  herself  dancing,  dancing — with 
John.  It  seemed  as  though  he  had  never  been  away.  Their 
feet  were  flying  and  he  was  holding  her  close.  How  happy 
she  was!  This  dance  was  going  to  last  forever.  There 
wasn't  any  trouble.  Nothing  had  ever  happened.  Violins 
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were  playing  wild  Galician  music  and  her  heart  was 
pounding. 

When  Merry  awoke  she  remembered  that  she  was  in 
a  hospital  and  decided  that  it  was  a  pretty  good  place 
to  be.  She  was  so  sleepy  she  knew  if  that  woman  next 
to  her  would  stop  her  noise  she  could  go  to  sleep.  There 
was  the  nurse  again.  She  was  sticking  a  needle  into  her 
this  time,  but  after  the  pain  she  had  endured  the  needle's 
prick  seemed  like  nothing  at  all.  Soon  she  was  very 
drowsy,  and  seemed  to  be  swelling.  She  felt  as  though 
the  skin  would  surely  crack.  She  was  restless  and  felt  that 
it  would  be  impossible  to  stay  in  bed.  When  asked  how 
she  suffered  she  couldn't  tell.  She  said  that  she  just  felt  ill 
all  over.  She  couldn't  eat  and  the  very  sight  of  food  being 
served  to  the  patients  around  her  nauseated  her. 

Her  doctor  told  her  then  quite  plainly  that  she  had  a 
general  peritonitis  and  that  she  might  not  get  well.  He 
begged  her  for  the  sake  of  other  girls  who  might  be 
foolish  enough  to  attempt  what  she  did,  to  reveal  the 
name  of  the  person  who  had  attemped  the  abortion  on  her. 

Merry  cried,  "Oh,  will  you  please  go  away  and  leave 
me  alone?  If  I'm  going  to  die,  let  me  do  it  in  peace." 

Suddenly  she  wished  for  Burrell  Chick.  He  would 
know  what  to  do.  Burrell  would  not  let  her  die.  But 
she  had  no  earthly  way  of  knowing  where  to  reach  him. 
Oh,  why  hadn't  she  found  out  where  he  lived?  Burrell 
would  never  have  gone  off  and  left  her  when  she  needed 
him  like  John  did.  And  right  then,  it  seemed  to  Merry 
that  any  love  she  had  for  John  Fietarobitz  died  a  slow 
death.  John  could  have  kept  her  from  all  this.  John 
should  have  known  what  would  happen.  If  she  died, 
John  Fietarobitz  would  be  her  murderer! 

The  young  Doctor  spoke  to  one  of  the  nurses.  "It's 
hopeless,  I  guess,  and  down  in  my  heart  I  admire  her 
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for  not  talking.  But  I'm  afraid  she's  just  going  to  slip 
out  of  the  picture  and  we'll  never  know." 

"What  are  you  going  to  do  for  her  now?"  she  asked. 

"I  don't  know.  I  wish  Dr.  Mason  would  take  a  little 
interest  in  this  case  but  he's  so  busy  in  Surgery  these  days 
he  has  no  time  for  the  wards.  He's  responsible  for  these 
cases,  though.  I'm  not.  I'm  only  the  senior  interne.  If 
Mason  would  only  take  a  little  time  and  talk  to  me  about 
this  case  before  it's  too  late." 

He  stood  still  for  a  moment  and  looked  silently  at  his 
patient.  She  was  losing  ground  without  a  doubt.  He'd 
have  to  do  something.  He  sighed  and  motioned  to  the 
nurse. 

"I'll  give  her  some  glucose  intravenously  to  perk  her 
up  a  little  and  give  her  some  nourishment.  She  isn't  keep- 
ing a  thing  down  by  mouth.  Sterilize  the  intravenous  set, 
please,  Miss  Doyle." 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 


Merry's  disappearance  from  the  school  did  not  cause 
a  great  deal  of  comment.  Her  note  was  found  in  the 
morning  by  Gill  Peterson  and  after  reading  it  she  immedi- 
ately took  the  picture  of  Dock  off  the  wall.  "That  horse 
always  did  irritate  me,"  she  said  to  herself.  "He's  such 
a  clumsy,  awkward-looking  animal!" 

Ann  Gable  was  probably  the  only  one  in  the  entire 
school  who  was  sorry  that  Merry  had  gone.  She  thought 
it  strange  that  she  had  not  told  her  about  leaving  and 
decided  to  write,  but  put  off  doing  it  from  day  to  day. 

Burrell  Chick  was  both  surprised  and  disappointed 
when  he  called  on  Wednesday  night.  "Guess  she  didn't 
think  much  of  me,  even  as  a  friend,"  he  thought,  "or 
she'd  at  least  have  let  me  know  she  was  going  home." 

He  told  himself  that  he'd  forget  all  about  her,  but 
soon  found  that  was  easier  said  than  done.  He  was  torn 
by  a  thousand  jealous  thoughts,  tormented  by  the  belief 
that  perhaps  John  had  returned,  that  Merry  was  no  doubt 
with  him  at  this  moment. 


Back  on  the  ridge  everyone  was  so  busy  building  the 
Masters'  home  that  little  significance  was  attached  to  the 
absence  of  Merry's  letters.  "She's  probably  quite  busy," 
Ida  said  when  Harry  mentioned  it.  "She'll  write  soon." 

"You'd  better  take  the  team  and  get  going  to  Gilbert 
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Plains,"  Harry  said.  "Maybe  there  will  be  some  news  from 
Merry.  With  the  mail  only  coming  out  once  a  week,  her 
letter  might  lie  in  town  for  several  days." 

Gerald's  face  clouded.  Merry's  absence  had  not  lessened 
his  feeling  for  her.  "I'm  afraid  she's  forgetting  us,"  he 
said  gloomily. 

"Forget  nothing!  She's  busy.  I'm  planning  a  surprise 
for  her,  though." 

"What  kind  of  a  surprise?" 

"Well,  things  have  been  going  pretty  good  so  I  thought 
we'd  bring  her  home  for  Christmas.  Ida  wants  to  see  her 
too.  I  want  them  to  know  each  other." 

Gerald  thought,  "I'm  so  hungry  for  a  sight  of  her  that 
I  can  hardly  believe  she's  really  coming  home."  He  wished 
devoutly  that  he  felt  about  her  the  way  Harry  did.  The 
torment  in  his  soul  certainly  did  not  give  him  any  pleasure. 

All  the  way  to  Gilbert  Plains  his  thoughts  were  of 
Merry.  If  she  could  only  care  for  him  the  way  he  wanted 
her  to  he  would  welcome  her  home.  But  he  always 
remembered  the  way  she  had  pushed  him  off  with  her 
wet  hands  that  day  in  the  kitchen.  He  wondered  if  she 
was  reconciled  to  John's  absence  or  if  she  would  still  fight 
like  a  tigress  when  anyone  said  anything  against  him. 
Well  he,  Gerald,  had  fixed  that  damned  bohunk.  He 
thought  with  satisfaction  of  John  Fietarobitz  in  some  far 
off  place  making  a  life  without  Merry.  Perhaps  he  had 
married  someone  in  his  class  before  now.  Well,  when 
Merry  come  home  this  time  he'd  have  a  chance  to  see  if 
she  had  changed — if  she  could  grow  accustomed  to  think- 
ing of  Gerald  as  a  lover. 

It  was  dark  before  he  arrived  in  Gilbert  Plains.  Coal 
oil  lamps  were  lit  all  over  town  and  a  few  of  the  windows 
in  the  better  homes  shone  brightly  with  the  reflection  of 
gasoline  lighting.  He  went  to  the  post  office,  but  there 
was  no  word  from  Merry.  Ungrateful  little  wretch  was 
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probably  having  such  a  good  time  she  never  gave  her 
brothers  a  thought.  He  and  Harry  would  have  to  lecture 
her  severely  when  she  came  home. 

Now  that  he  was  in  town  he  didn't  quite  know  what  to 
do  with  himself.  He  had  no  friends  in  Gilbert  Plains  and 
there  was  no  movie  house  open. 

He  put  the  horses  in  the  barn  and  asked  the  man  in 
charge  of  the  livery  stable  if  there  was  anything  doing 
in  town. 

The  man  spit  a  mouthful  of  tobacco  juice  against  the 
wall,  thought  a  moment,  then  replied,  "Well,  the  bohunks 
have  rented  the  orange  hall  and  they're  holding  some 
kind  of  a  frunkus  there.  You  could  take  that  in — or  you 
might  go  to  church!' 

Gerald  laughed.  "Church?  Do  they  have  church  now 
in  the  middle  of  the  week?" 

"Oh,  the  Holy  Rollers  have  church  most  every  night. 
Right  now  they're  holding  a  meeting  in  the  Agricultural 
Hall." 

"Who  in  thunder  are  the  Holy  Rollers?"  Gerald  asked. 

The  man  scratched  his  head  in  perplexity.  "I  don't 
exactly  know,  but  I  think  they're  the  Church  of  Pentecost. 
They're  getting  most  everyone  in  town  to  join,  too.  I  used 
to  be  able  to  bootleg  a  little  liquor  in  the  back  end  of  the 
barn  but  now  everyone  in  town  is  reforming.  They  can 
hardly  hold  a  dance  in  town  any  more  because  no  one 
will  go.  The  men  have  all  quit  drinking  and  the  China- 
man over  at  the  restaurant  says  he  can  hardly  sell  a 
cigarette.  Everybody's  got  religion,  and  it's  sure  a  sad 
state  of  affairs.  Pretty  good  show  they  put  on,  though. 
You  ought  to  go  over  and  see." 

Gerald  pondered  over  what  to  do.  It  seemed  rather 
foolish  to  drive  all  the  way  to  Gilbert  Plains  to  go  to  a 
Galician  dance  when  he  could  go  to  one  most  any  time 
at  Sifton.  On  the  other  hand  it  seemed  sillier  than  ever 
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to  go  to  Church.  He  could  count  the  times  he  had  been 
since  his  mother's  death  on  one  hand.  He  finally  decided 
to  toss  a  coin.  Heads  he'd  go  to  the  dance,  tails  ihe'd 
go  to  church. 

Tails  it  was,  so  he  wandered  over  to  the  Agricultural 
Hall.  As  he  approached  he  could  hear  the  singing  and 
thought,  "They're  sure  putting  their  whole  soul  into  that 
hymn!"  The  voices  some  good  and  some  discordant  were 
indeed  almost  taking  the  roof  off  the  hall. 

Hallelujah,  Thine  the  glory, 
Hallelujah,  Amen. 
Hallelujah,  Thine  the  Glory, 
Revive  us  again. 

When  the  singing  ceased  and  everyone  took  their  seats, 
Gerald  looked  about  and  thought  the  whole  town  must 
have  turned  out  tonight.  Most  of  the  town  had  turned  out. 
Some  were  there  because  they  believed.  Some  out  of 
curiosity,  and  others,  like  Gerald,  for  want  of  something 
better  to  do. 

Mr.  Laurier,  the  pastor,  had  a  magnetic  personality. 
He  shook  his  huge  head  and  hammered  his  fist  on  the 
pulpit  and  talked  of  Hell  and  its  tortures.  He  spread  his 
long  arms  in  front  of  him,  like  an  angel  in  flight,  as  he 
portrayed  Heaven  and  all  it's  glory.  He  pointed  his  finger 
directly  in  front  of  him  in  a  way  that  made  each  person 
present  feel  guilty,  and  shouted,  "Where  will  you  be  on 
Judgment  Day?" 

When  the  last  hymn  had  been  sung  and  everyone  had 
on  their  coats,  the  minister  held  up  his  hands.  "All  who 
wish  to  remain  for  the  half-hour  after  service  are  cordially 
invited  to  do  so,"  he  said.  Several  people  shouted,  "Hal- 
lelujah!" and  took  off  their  coats  again.  Gerald  decided 
that  he  might  just  as  well  stay  and  see  it  all. 

A  man  went  up  to  the  front  and  as  he  told  of  his  sins 
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the  tears  rolled  down  his  face.  He  talked  on  and  on  and 
finally  started  to  jump  up  and  down  and  cry.  "I'm  free! 
I'm  free!"  he  shouted.  "The  devils  are  departing!"  And 
he,  too,  threw  himself  on  the  floor  . 

Gerald  began  to  tremble  as  the  minister  walked  down 
the  aisle  toward  him.  "Young  man,"  he  demanded,  "has 
your  soul  been  saved? 

His  bright  black  eyes  looked  into  Gerald's  piercingly 
and  he  felt  as  though  he  were  being  hypnotized.  He  felt 
his  sins  rise  up  within  him  to  choke  his  speech.  Thoughts 
of  John  Fietarobitz  whom  he  had  branded  a  murderer 
without  cause,  whom  he  had  sent  into  a  life  of  exile 
because  he,  Gerald,  had  been  mastered  by  his  passion  and 
jealousy.  All  the  time  those  black  eyes  held  him  under 
their  spell,  and  Gerald  felt  a  taste  of  the  awful,  accusing 
wrath  of  the  Eternal.  Terror  gripped  him,  remorse  flooded 
his  soul. 

He  rose  to  his  feet  and  cried,  "My  sin  is  blackest  of 
all.  I  want  to  be  saved!  I  want  to  be  saved!" 

The  minister  put  his  arm  around  Gerald's  shoulder. 
"Confess  and  you  shall  be  saved;"  he  promised. 

But  Gerald  shook  and  trembled  and  could  not  bring 
himself  to  tell  that  his  sin  was  wanting  to  possess  his 
adopted  sister  when  he  knew  that  she  had  no  love  for  him. 
How  could  he  tell  that  he  had  sent  her  lover  away  thinking 
he  was  guilty  of  murder?  How  could  he  confess  about 
the  letters  he  had  destroyed?  He  wanted  to  confess  but 
felt  himself  slipping  weakly  back  into  the  chair  instead. 

"Never  mind,  my  son,"  the  minister  said  kindly. 
"Come  back  to  the  next  meeting.  Something  is  troubling 
your  soul  and  until  you  unburden  it,  you  will  be  in  torment." 

Gerald  got  his  horses  and  started  for  home  and  soon 
the  ghost  light  loomed  into  sight.  He  thought,  "It  seems 
to  shine  brighter  every  year.  Maybe  that's  the  All  Seeing 
Eye  that  the  minister  was  talking  about!" 
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The  bluish-green  illumination  flickered  accusingly — 
Gerald  would  never  see  it  again  without  thinking  of  that 
minister.  The  All  Seeing  Eye  of  God !  He  shuddered  and 
shook  himself,  flicked  the  horses  until  they  went  so  fast 
the  ghost  light  was  left  behind.  But  he  could  not  rid  him- 
self of  that  strange  feeling.  He  wished  devoutly  that  he 
had  kept  away  from  that  church.  One  thing  sure,  they'd 
never  see  him  back  there  again! 

But  in  spite  of  this  determination,  the  next  night  found 
him  back  in  Gilbert  Plains.  Harry  remarked  to  Ida, 
"Gerald  must  have  a  girl.  I  hope  so  anyway.  He's  had 
a  secret  yen  for  Merry  for  a  long  time.  I'll  be  glad  to 
see  him  get  it  out  of  his  system." 

But  Gerald  was  in  the  throes  of  an  emotional  upheaval 
that  threatened  to  overpower  him.  He  couldn't  keep  away 
from  the  meeting,  nor  could  he  get  "the  power."  People 
all  around  him  were  converted,  but  though  he  went  to 
the  front  every  night  he  was  unable  to  confess  his  sin. 

He  didn't  tell  Harry  and  Ida  where  he  was  going  each 
night  and  they  were  sure  now  that  he  must  have  a  girl. 
One  evening  as  he  was  harnessing  the  team  Ida  came 
running  from  the  house  in  great  excitement.  "Gerald, 
wait!"  she  cried.  "This  telegram  was  just  phoned  out 
from  town.  I  wrote  it  down.  Read  it." 

Gerald  took  the  paper  and  read  in  Ida's  scratchy 
scrawl:  "Your  sister  very  ill.  May  not  live.  No  time  to 
waste.  Come  at  once."  It  was  signed,  "Burrell  Chick." 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 


At  the  hospital,  Merry's  condition  continued  to  grow 
worse  in  spite  of  everything  young  Dr.  Merrick,  the  senior 
interne  did.  On  the  fourth  morning,  he  stood  in  the 
dressing  room  while  the  head  nurse  prepared  a  tray  for 
the  administration  of  glucose. 

"This  is  the  sixth  intravenous  I've  given  her,  and  from 
the  way  she  responds  I  might  just  as  well  save  myself 
the  trouble.  If  she'd  just  show  a  little  interest  in  living, 
I  might  be  able  to  do  something  with  her."  He  looked  so 
worried  that  the  nurse  felt  sorry  for  him. 

"Why  don't  you  try  to  get  Dr.  Mason  to  come  see 
her?"  she  asked,  having  only  come  on  the  ward  that 
morning. 

"Get  Dr.  Mason  to  come  and  see  her!"  the  interne 
fairly  shouted.  "What  the  devil  do  you  think  I've  been 
doing?  I  call  and  call  but  Dr.  Mason's  in  surgery,  or  Dr. 
Mason's  resting,  or  Dr.  Mason  has  gone  to  Selkirk  on 
consultation!  There's  always  some  excuse.  That  damned 
office  nurse  of  his  sounds  like  a  dragon!  He's  supposed 
to  be  in  charge  of  this  ward,  but  he  sure  doesn't  show  any 
interest  in  it.  What  these  'poor  devils  need  is  money! 
Their  innards  have  to  be  lined  with  gold  before  Mason 
will  bother  with  them!" 

The  intravenous  was  just  nicely  started  when  the  tele- 
phone rang,  calling,  for  Dr.  Merrick.  "Here,"  he  said  to 
the  nurse,  "you  watch  this  thing  and  be  sure  that  she 
doesn't  get  any  air." 
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It  was  Dr.  Mason  calling.  His  voice  was  smooth  and 
suave,  as  if  not  a  care  ruffled  the  tranquility  of  his  horizon. 
"How's  that  girl  you've  'been  telling  me  about,  Merrick?" 
he  asked. 

"Not  so  hot.  I  wish  you'd  come  up  and  see  her, 
doctor." 

"I'll  see  her  in  the  morning,"  Mason  replied.  "You're 
sure  she  has  a  generalized  peritonitis?" 

"Yes,  I'm  sure." 

"Well,  you'd  better  be,  because  I'm  bringing  the 
students  around  in  the  morning  for  clinic."  The  receiver 
clicked  and  the  conversation  was  ended. 

Merry,  hovering  between  life  and  death,  lay  very  still 
now.  All  the  twisting  and  turning  of  the  first  few  days 
had  stopped.  The  change  in  her  appearance  was  dreadful 
to  see.  Her  eyes  seemed  to  have  fallen  far  back  into  her 
head  and  her  cheeks  that  had  always  been  so  full  and 
glowing  were  hollow  and  white.  Her  hands  were  almost 
as  white  as  the  sheets.  Her  eyes  stared  blankly  at  the 
ceiling  and  she  picked  almost  constantly  at  the  bed  covers. 
At  times  she  wandered  off  in  a  delirium  often  calling 
frantically  for  John.  The  nurses  would  ask,  "John  who?" 
but  she  would  stare  at  them  and  talk  of  something  else. 
Sometimes  it  would  be  her  horse  that  occupied  her  troubled 
dreams.  She  would  say,  "Hurry  Dock,  old  boy,  we  have 
to  get  home  and  get  supper  ready."  At  other  times  she 
would  talk  in  a  strange  language  which  no  one  could 
understand. 

It  was  about  eleven  o'clock  the  following  day  when 
Dr.  Mason  walked  briskly  into  the  ward,  followed  by 
twelve  medical  students.  He  was  a  good-looking  man, 
immaculately  dressed.  The  type  society  women  fawn  over. 
The  head  nurse  and  the  interne  went  to  the  bed  and  took 
away  the  screen.  All  the  students  surrounded  the  bed  and 
Dr.  Mason  opened  the  chart.  He  turned  to  the  back 
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page  and  asked  the  interne  where  the  family  history  of 
the  patient  was.  Dr.  Merrick  replied  that  he  had  been 
unable  to  find  out  anything  about  her  family. 

"You  see  here,"  Dr.  Mason  said,  "the  results  of 
abortion.  Here  is  a  girl  with  a  generalized  peritonitis.  Mr. 
Chick,  you  put  on  this  glove  and  examine  her.  The  interne 
says  she  has  a  large  abcess.  We'll  find  out  if  he's  right. 
First  of  all,  though,  notice  the  facial  expression.  Do  you 
see  the  pinched  look  around  the  nose?" 

Burrell  Chick  slipped  on  the  glove  and  stepped  for- 
ward. But  as  he  took  Dr.  Mason's  suggestion  and  looked 
into  the  white  pinched  face  before  him,  his  blood  froze 
in  his  veins.  Good  God!  This  was  Merry  Mattson,  the 
girl  he  loved!  Merry  Mattson,  lovable,  light-hearted, 
carefree  Merry —  this  pitiful  creature  whom  Dr.  Mason 
was  using  as  a  clinical  experiment.  Cold  perspiration 
leaped  to  his  brow  and  he  felt  that  his  heart  must  jump 
from  his  body,  so  loud  was  its  pounding.  Dazedly  he 
turned  to  Dr.  Mason. 

"What  is  this  patient's  name?"  he  demanded  in  a 
hollow  voice. 

Mason  glanced  at  him  curiously,  then  looked  at  the 
chart.  "Jane  Murphy,"  he  replied. 

Burrell 's  eyes  went  back  to  the  patient.  "Do  you  mind 
if  I  look  over  that  chart?" 

"It's  a  little  out  of  order,"  Dr.  Mason  said.  "You 
know  we  only  have  an  hour  to  spend  here." 

"I  won't  waste  any  time,"  Burrell  said  through  set 
teeth. 

"All  right,  then,  Chick.  Look  it  over  and  pass  it 
around.  The  other  students  probably  want  to  see  it  too." 
Burrell  examined  the  chart  carefully,  using  almost 
super-human  effort  to  control  his  emotion.  The  date  of 
admission  was  the  same  day  that  Merry  was  supposed  to 
have  left  school  for  her  home.  "Victim  of  Abortion"! 
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Oh,  God  in  Heaven!  Merry,  my  darling!  He  read  on, 
"visited  by  interne",  was  the  notation  appearing  daily  on 
the  nurses  record.  "Curretage  on  admission,  by  interne", 
he  read.  So  Dr.  Mason  had  never  bothered  to  see  her  at 
all;  had  left  her  entirely  to  the  care  of  an  inexperienced 
interne. 

Burrell  took  off  his  glove  and  threw  it  on  the  floor. 
Dr.  Mason  looked  up  in  surprised  anger.  "What  are  you 
doing,  Chick?"  he  demanded. 

Burrell's  eyes  flashed  fire.  "The  first  thing  I'm  doing 
is  putting  a  stop  to  this  clinic!"  he  shouted. 

Mason  drew  himself  up  and  fury  shot  from  his  eyes. 
"What  are  you  talking  about?  Remember  you  are  only  a 
student  here  and  have  no  say  at  all.  Perhaps  you  can 
explain  this  unwarranted  outburst!" 

"Yes,  I  can  explain  it,"  Burrell  choked.   "I'll — 

"You'll  explain — and  apologize — in  private,  Mr.  Chick. 
You  may  leave  the  class  and  take  the  time  to  reflect  that 
you  should  be  grateful  when  a  staff  physician  takes  enough 
interest  in  you  to  go  over  these  cases  for  your  benefit.  The 
clinic  will  proceed." 

"The  clinic  will  not  proceed!"  Burrell  said  quietly. 
His  face  was  drained  of  every  particle  of  color.  "This 
young  woman  is  a  friend  of  mine  and  there  is  going  to 
be  no  clinic  on  her." 

Dr.  Mason  raised  his  eyebrows.  "Indeed!  Are  you, 
then  responsible  for  her  condition?"  he  asked  with  the 
utmost  sarcasm. 

"No,  I'm  not,"  Burrell  replied.  The  color  came  back 
to  his  face  and  spread  over  his  forehead  and  neck.  "But 
I  intend  to  be  responsible  for  her  from  now  on." 

The  other  students  stood  about  with  their  mouths  open. 
The  one  standing  next  to  Burrell  ventured  to  say,  "Don't 
be  a  fool,  Chick.  If  you  make  yourself  responsible  for 
her,  you'll  have  to  pay  all  the  bills." 
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"I  don't  care  if  I  do!"  Burrell  snapped.  "I'll  get  the 
money.  This  girl's  brothers  are  wealthy  and  well  able  to 
take  care  of  her.  You  didn't  dream  that,  did  you,  Dr. 
Mason?" 

Mason's  face  too  had  grown  very  red  at  Burrell's 
implication.  "Enough  of  this  nonsense,"  he  cried.  "Let's 
proceed." 

Burrell  fairly  shouted.  "The  clinic  is  over,  do  you 
hear?  There  isn't  going  to  be  any!  This  patient  is  no 
longer  a  ward  case.  She  is  being  moved  to  a  private  room 
and  I'm  going  to  have  another  doctor  in  to  see  her.  You've 
refused  to  see  her,  to  take  care  of  her  properly  when  she 
was  admitted.  The  interne  should  never  have  been  allowed 
to  do  that  operation.  You  know  that!  So  I'm  going  to 
call  that  doctor  from  Headingly.  He'll  know  what  to  do." 
His  lip  curled.  "Oh,  you  know  what  to  do,  Dr.  Mason — 
don't  think  I  don't  realize  that,  but  you  failed  to  show 
the  proper  interest  because  you  thought  there  was  no 
money  in  it!" 

Dr.  Mason  was  livid  with  rage.  "I'll  have  you  expelled 
for  this!"  he  shouted. 

"Just  you  try,"  Burrell  retorted,  "and  I'll  report  your 
neglect  of  this  patient  to  the  medical  superintendent." 

The  clinic  was  dismissed  and  preparations  were  made 
to  move  Merry  to  East  four.  Burrell  engaged  a  private 
room  for  her  and  agreed  to  pay  her  bill  at  the  end  of  each 
week.  He  thought,  "If  her  brothers  don't  come  across  for 
her,  I  don't  know  what  I'll  do,  but  I'll  get  the  money 
somehow." 

He  engaged  two  private  nurses.  The  doctor  from 
Headingly  agreed  to  come  at  once  and  appeared  in  less 
than  an  hour.  After  examining  the  patient  he  turned  to 
Burrell.  "Her  heart  is  good.  If  we  can  carry  her  through 
a  few  days,  she'll  be  all  right.  Let  me  have  the  order 
book,  nurse." 
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He  wrote  "glucose  intravenously,  continuously." 

"She  shouldn't  be  having  a  dribble  twice  a  day,"  he 
said.  She  needs  every  bit  of  nourishment  we  can  give  her. 
If  she'll  hold  out  until  the  fever  drops  we  can  open  the 
abscess  and  she'll  come  along  fine.  She  also  needs  plenty 
of  heat  on  that  abdomen.  We'll  try  some  turpentine 
stupes.  Watch  her  closely  nurse  and  give  her  these 
stimulants  I'm  leaving  if  you  think  it's  necessary.  So  long, 
Mr.  Chick.  I'll  look  in  again  tonight.  If  you  need  me 
before  then  don't  hesitate  to  call." 

Burrell's  mind  was  in  a  whirl.  He  had  not  yet  let 
himself  dare  think  about  what  had  brought  Merry  to  the 
condition  in  which  he  had  found  her.  His  mind  skirted 
it  fearfully.  John  Fietarobitz,  of  course.  Poor  Merry! 
Why  hadn't  she  talked  to  him  about  what  was  troubling 
her?  He  might  have  saved  her  from  the  criminal  to  whom 
she  had  gone  instead.  His  thoughts  went  back  to  the 
conversation  that  night  when  they  had  dined  together  at 
the  Hotel  St.  George.  "A  girl  at  school",  Merry  had  said. 
The  poor  kid  had  been  trying  to  find  out  something  then. 
His  heart  ached  for  her,  then  curdled  with  hate  at  the 
thought  of  John  Fietarobitz  who  had  left  her. 

Ida,  Harry  and  Gerald  arrived  about  three  o'clock  in 
the  morning  and  Burrell  met  them  in  the  hall  as  they 
stepped  off  the  elevator.  He  looked  disheveled  and  very 
weary.  The  Mattsons  looked  as  if  their  whole  world  had 
fallen  apart  and  he  hastened  to  give  them  such  encourage- 
ment as  was  possible. 

"She's  alive,  which  means  a  great  deal.  Her  tempera- 
ture has  dropped — not  much,  but  a  little.  I've  taken  the 
liberty  of  doing  everything  I  thought  you'd  want  done. 
She  has  the  best  doctor  I  could  find  and  two  special  nurses." 

Harry  swallowed  painfully.  "Thanks,  Chick,"  he  said 
gratefully.  "Thanks  a  lot.  Could — could  you  get  two 
more  nurses?" 
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"Sure  I  could,  but  why?" 

"We'll  put  them  on  six  hour  duty  and  they'll  be  on 
their  toes  every  minute.  They  won't  have  a  chance  to  get 
weary.  Merry  means  everything  to  us,  you  know.  We 
can't  do  too  much.  We  won't  let  her  die,"  he  said  fiercely. 

No  one  had  thought  of  introducing  Ida  to  Burrell, 
so  she  said  quietly.  "I'm  Harry's  wife,  Ida,  Mr.  Chick. 
Do  you  think  we  could  see  Merry?" 

"I  don't  know,"  he  answered,  "but  I'll  see." 

He  opened  Merry's  door  and  called  one  of  the  nurses. 

"Her  people  are  here,'  he  said.    "Can  they  see  her?" 

"For  a  few  minutes,  only,"  the  nurse  answered.  "The 
kindest  thing  you  can  do  for  her  is  to  see  that  she  gets  as 
much  rest  as  possible.  I  doubt  if  she'll  know  you  anyway." 

They  filed  in  quietly,  Burrell  waiting  outside,  and  when 
they  came  back  out  their  faces  were  stricken.  Burrell  led 
them  into  the  room  across  the  hall.  Gerald  buried  his 
head  in  his  hands  and  sobbed.  "I  wouldn't  have  known  her 
—she  looks  so  awful.  What's  happened,  Chick?  What's 
wrong  with  her?  How  could  she  get  like  this  without 
letting  us  know?" 

Burrell  flushed  and  turned  away.  "I  think  her  doctor 
could  explain  it  better  than  I.  You'll  see  him  in  the 
morning." 

Harry  was  in  a  frenzy,  pacing  excitedly  up  and  down 
the  room.  "We  want  to  see  him  now!"  he  shouted.  "We'll 
pay  him  for  getting  up  in  the  night,  but  we  can't  wait 
till  morning." 

Ida  only  remained  composed.  She  thought,  pityingly, 
"They  are  both  frantic  and  I  don't  blame  them,  but  they 
can  wait  until  morning." 

She  turned  to  the  nurse.  "If  there's  any  change,  you'll 
be  sure  to  call  the  doctor  and  notify  us  right  away,  won't 
you,  dear?  We'll  be  at  the  McLaren  Hotel." 

"I  surely  will,  Mrs.  Mattson,"  the  nurse  replied. 
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"Then  we're  going  there  now.  We  can  do  no  good 
here  and  we're  only  keeping  you  from  doing  the  things 
that  are  best  for  Merry.  We'll  be  here  at  nine  in  the 
morning.  If  the  doctor  comes  in  before  then,  call  us." 

Gerald  opened  his  mouth  to  protest  but  Harry  said, 
"Ida's  right.  She's  always  right.  Nurse,  we're  depending 
on  you.  Good-night,  Chick.  You  look  all  in.  Better  get 
some  sleep." 
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CHAPTER  XX. 


Merry's  temperature  continued  to  drop  and  at  seven 
o'clock  she  was  perfectly  rational.  It  was  as  if  the  fact 
that  she  was  no  longer  alone  had  been  somehow  conveyed 
to  her  consciousness  and  she  began  to  rally  at  once. 

The  Mattson  family  and  the  doctor  arrived  at  Merry's 
door  at  about  the  same  time.  "How  is  she?"  Harry 
demanded  and  Gerald  asked  in  the  same  breath.  "We'll 
like  to  know  all  about  it,  doctor.  What's  wrong  with  her?" 

The  doctor  looked  at  them  in  surprise  through  his 
thick  glasses.  "I'll  go  in  and  see  her,"  he  said,  "then  I'll 
talk  with  you  in  that  room  across  the  hall.  Are  you  her 
parents?" 

Burrell  was  lying  on  the  bed  resting  but  when  the 
three  came  in  he  got  up.  "I  think  she's  better,"  he  told 
them  eagerly.  "I'm  sure  the  doctor  will  be  pleased  when 
he  sees  her  this  morning." 

"Hallelujah!"  Gerald  exclaimed  without  thinking,  but 
stopped  short  as  he  saw  the  peculiar  look  on  Harry's  face. 

"I've  never  heard  you  use  that  expression  before," 
Ida  remarked. 

"Well,  I'm  just  thankful  that  she's  better,"  Gerald 
answered  sheepishly,  but  his  heart  was  singing  with  the 
thought,  "There  is  a  God.  He  heard  my  prayers.  Halle- 
lujah! Hallelujah!" 

Burrell  slipped  across  the  hall  and  into  Merry's  room. 
He  wanted  to  see  the  doctor  before  he  had  a  chance  to  talk 
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with  the  Mattsons.  Merry  smiled  at  him  weakly,  "Oh, 
Burrell,  I'm  so  glad  you're  here.  Please  don't  leave  me — " 

Burrell  pressed  the  white  hand.  "I  won't  leave  you, 
Merry,"  he  said  simply.  "As  long  as  you  want  me,  I'll 
be  here." 

Tears  welled  up  in  her  dark  eyes  but  her  lips  continued 
to  smile. 

Outside  in  the  hallway,  Burrell  whispered  to  the  little 
doctor.  "I  think  you'd  better  explain  things  to  Mrs. 
Mattson  first,  doctor.  She  seems  to  have  quite  an  influence 
over  those  boys.  If  you  tell  Harry  first,  he's  liable  to  start 
out  looking  for  some  one  to  shoot." 

The  doctor  nodded  in  agreement  and  Burrell  sent  Ida 
out.  She  took  the  news  very  calmly.  "This  man,  Chick, 
doctor.  Is  he  to  blame?" 

"No,"  the  doctor  answered.  "I  discussed  it  with  him 
and  he  told  me  that  she  had  a  lover  at  Sifton  who  had 
left  the  country,  leaving  no  address.  Chick  seems  to  think 
a  great  deal  of  her." 

"Yes,  he  does,"  Ida  said.  "I  know.  My  husband  told 
me  about  the  man — a  Galician,  he  was.  It  doesn't  seem  to 
me  that  he  would  go  away  like  that  for  no  reason.  I  can't 
understand  it." 

"Nor  can  I,"  the  doctor  answered,  "but  there  are  cads, 
you  know." 

Ida  broke  the  news  as  gently  as  she  could  to  Harry 
and  he  in  turn  to  Gerald.  When  he  heard  the  truth,  Harry 
raged  and  swore.  "It's  all  our  fault,"  he  almost  sobbed, 
"trying  to  raise  her  without  a  woman's  care.  She  didn't 
know  she  was  doing  wrong!  Merry  wouldn't  do  anything 
wrong!  Damn  that  bohunk!  He  knew — !" 

Gerald  was  pacing  the  floor,  his  face  white  and  set, 
and  suddenly  without  saying  anything,  put  on  his  hat 
and  coat  and  walked  out. 

Harry  looked   anxiously  at  Ida.     "I'll   worry  about 
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Gerald  until  he  comes  back,"  he  said.  "If  I  knew  where 
John  Fietarobitz  was,  I'd  thrash  him  myself,  but  I'd  rather 
my  brother  would  keep  out  of  it." 

Ida  said  nothing.  "It  will  do  no  good  for  me  to  talk 
now,"  she  thought.  "They  are  all  stirred  up.  In  a  few 
days  I'll  be  sure  if  we're  going  to  have  a  baby.  That  will 
give  Harry  something  else  to  think  about." 

Gerald  walked  briskly  down  the  street.  He  didn't 
know  exactly  where  he  was  going  but  he  had  to  get  out 
and  think.  As  surely  as  if  a  judge  had  publicly  condemned 
him,  he  knew  that  he  was  to  blame  for  what  had  happened. 
If  he  hadn't  lied  to  John,  Merry  would  have  been  happily 
married  by  now. 

On  and  on  he  walked  until  he  reached  Portage  Avenue. 
He  had  reached  a  decision,  too,  by  this  time.  "I'll  take  the 
next  train  back  to  Gilbert  Plains,"  he  said  to  himself.  "I'll 
go  and  see  Mr.  Laurier.  He'll  tell  me  what  I  should  do." 

Suddenly  he  felt  better.  He  called  a  taxi.  He'd  have  to 
hurry  if  he  was  going  to  catch  that  train.  He'd  see  the 
minister  and  tell  him  that  at  last  he  had  "the  power." 
He  understood  now.  The  power  was  just  what  the  minister 
had  said  it  was.  It  was  the  power  to  do  the  right  thing! 
He'd  find  John  and  bring  him  back.  He'd  find  him  if  he 
had  to  comb  the  entire  northwest  territory,  but  first  he  had 
to  confess. 

The  train  pulled  into  Gilbert  Plains  at  five  the  next 
morning.  Gerald  stepped  out  into  the  brisk  morning  air. 

Mr.  Laurier  met  Gerald  at  the  door.  "My  son,"  he 
cried  in  surprise  as  he  recognized  him,  "what  brings  you 
out  so  early?" 

"I'm  going  away,"  Gerald  explained  hurriedly,  "and 
I  had  to  see  you.  I  don't  like  to  get  you  out  of  bed  so 
early,  but  I  have  so  many  things  to  do  today." 

"Shall  I  kneel  down  and  make  my  confession?"  Gerald 
asked  humbly. 
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"It  doesn't  matter,"  the  man  of  God  assured  him.  "I 
think  it's  better  to  abase  oneself  before  the  Lord,  but  if 
you  would  rather  sit  or  stand,  I'm  sure  He'll  hear  you 
just  the  same." 

Gerald  chose  to  kneel  and  Mr.  Laurier  knelt  beside 
him.  When  he  had  completed  his  confession  the  minister 
said,  "Your  sin  is  indeed  great,  but  it  is  not  unforgivable. 
You  can  still  find  John  and  bring  him  back,  and  may  the 
Lord's  blessing  be  upon  you.  Hallelujah!" 

Gerald  left  the  parsonage  feeling  as  though  a  great 
load  had  been  lifted  from  his  mind.  He  went  to  the  livery 
barn  and  rented  a  team.  He  would  have  to  go  home  and 
get  a  few  clothes  as  he  had  no  idea  of  how  long  he 
would  be  away. 

As  he  drove  into  the  yard  he  met  Alice  Bulyko  coming 
out.  He  had  not  seen  her  since  the  night  of  the  Gerbinski 
wedding — that  fatal  night  that  had  changed  so  many  lives. 
Her  face  glowed  with  the  cold  and  she  looked  very  pretty 
in  her  hood  and  mittens.  She  smiled  at  Gerald  as  he 
halted  beside  her. 

"I  almost  knocked  the  door  down,"  she  said,  "but  no 
one  answered." 

"We've  all  been  away,"  Gerald  explained.  "We  had 
a  telegram  from  the  city  telling  us  that  our  sister  was  very 
ill.  We  left  in  a  hurry." 

"But  who's  taking  care  of  the  animals?"  Alice  wanted 
to  know. 

"No  one.  We  filled  the  mangers  with  hay  and 
intended  to  write  someone  and  ask  them  to  take  care  of 
them." 

"If  you're  going  back,"  Alice  said  shyly.  "I'd  be  glad 
to  come  over  each  day." 

Looking  at  her  kind  face,  Gerald  thought.  "She's 
always  been  willing  to  do  anything  for  us.  They've  all 
been  good  friends.  I  wonder  why  we  took  such  a  stand 


GHOST   LIGHT  133 

against  John."  Aloud  he  said,  "Thanks,  Alice,  that  would 
be  good  of  you.  I'm  not  going  back.  I'm  going  west  to 
find  John  Fietarobitz.  Merry  is  better  and  Harry  and  Ida 
will  be  with  her  for  a  few  days." 

Alice  went  in  the  house  with  him  and  helped  him  pack 
his  things.  "I'm  glad  you're  going  to  find  John,"  she  said 
as  she  folded  the  last  shirt  and  snapped  the  bag  shut. 

"Why?"  Gerald  asked  curiously. 

"I  can't  tell  you  now,  but  someday  I  may." 

Gerald  looked  at  her  closely  and  saw  how  pretty  she 
was.  Alice  realized  that  Gerald  was  really  seeing  her  for 
the  first  time  and  blushed,  much  to  her  secret  annoyance. 

She  thought,  "I  wish  my  face  wouldn't  get  hot  like 
that.  He'll  know  that  I  care  what  he  thinks  of  me!" 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 


Merry's  condition  continued  to  improve.  Once  the 
abscess  was  opened,  it  seemed  no  time  at  all  until  she  was 
able  to  sit  up  in  bed.  But  she  was  no  longer  the  gay,  care- 
free Merry  who  rode  wildly  about  the  countryside,  and 
shocked  the  staid  people  of  the  community  by  her  exuberant 
spirit.  Her  pinched  little  face  was  sad,  and  when  she 
laughed,  it  was  a  sound  to  call  forth  tears.  The  experience 
through  which  she  had  gone  had  left  an  indelible  mark 
on  her  character. 

Though  she  seemed  always  glad  to  see  Harry,  and 
asked  often  about  Gerald,  it  was  to  Ida  and  Burrell  that 
she  clung  like  a  child  seeking  comfort.  Ida  seemed  to  her 
the  embodiment  of  all  the  motherly  traits  she  had  never 
known  in  her  life  and  from  the  very  first  she  loved  her. 

"She's  in  love  with  you,"  Ida  told  Burrell.  "She  may 
not  know  it  herself  now,  but  your  kindness  and  chivalry 
in  her  time  of  trouble  had  gotten  in  their  good  work." 

"I  wish  I  could  believe  that,"  Burrell  answered  fer- 
vently. "But  I'm  afraid  she  still  thinks  of  John." 

"Just  have  patience,"  Ida  advised.  "You  have  much  to 
forgive  her,  you  know,  but — " 

Burrell  protested  vehemently.  He  would  not  hear  to 
it  that  Merry  had  been  guilty  of  any  wrong.  He  had 
nothing  to  forgive,  he  insisted.  He  desired  only  to  cherish 
and  comfort  her  forever. 

Ida  would  have  liked  to  talk  with  Merry  about  John, 
but  Harry  made  it  very  clear  that  he  didn't  wish  to  have 
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the  subject  mentioned  at  all,  so  she  kept  her  own  counsel 
and  thanked  God  for  Burrell  Chick. 

He  was  a  daily  visitor.  He  always  seemed  to  be  able  to 
take  time  from  his  classes  to  come  walking  jauntily  up  the 
hall  and  into  Merry's  room,  his  freckled  face  shining,  his 
red  hair  glowing.  He  always  had  something  for  her  tucked 
under  his  arm.  Sometimes  it  would  be  a  book,  or  a  news- 
paper, and  sometimes  a  few  flowers.  His  attentions  touched 
Merry  very  deeply. 

As  the  day  that  she  was  going  to  be  allowed  to  leave 
approached,  a  new  question  came  up.  Was  she  going  to 
be  allowed  to  go  back  at  once  to  her  home  on  the  ridge? 
The  doctor  insisted  that  the  trip  home  would  be  too  much 
for  her  as  yet,  and  said  he  would  still  like  to  have  her 
under  his  care  for  a  while  longer. 

"Let  her  come  to  our  home  for  a  while,"  Burrell 
begged  eagerly.  "My  folks  know  all  about  her  and  she'll 
be  welcome  there.  She  can  stay  until  Easter  and  then  I'll 
bring  her  home  myself!" 

Merry  wanted  to  go  home,  but  Burrell  seemed  so  eager 
to  keep  her  with  him  that  she  could  not  argue  it.  "I  feel 
perfectly  well,"  was  all  she  said,  a  bit  wistfully,  "and  I 
would  like  to  see  my  horse." 

Harry  and  Ida  exchanged  glances  but  neither  one  had 
the  nerve  to  tell  her  that  Dock  was  dead. 

After  much  argument  and  considerable  persuasion  by 
the  doctor,  Harry  gave  his  permission  for  Merry  to  be 
moved  to  Chick's  home.  Burrell  was  delighted  with  this 
arrangement. 

"You'll  like  my  folks,"  he  told  Merry.  "We  haven't 
much  money,  but  there's  always  plenty  to  eat  at  our  house. 
I  can  hardly  wait  to  see  those  hollows  in  your  cheeks 
filled  out." 

"I'm  sure  I  couldn't  help  liking  your  mother  and 
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father,  if  they're  anything  like  you,  Burrell,"  Merry  said. 
"And  I  know  I'll  be  happy  in  your  home." 

But  in  her  heart  Merry  wondered  if  she  would  ever  be 
happy  anywhere  again.  "I've  made  every  one  so  much 
trouble,"  she  thought.  "I  guess  I  might  as  well  do  as 
they  want  me  to." 

When  Ida  and  Harry  met  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Chick,  they 
felt  quite  satisfied  that  they  had  done  the  right  thing. 
Merry  would  be  quite  all  right  in  their  care.  They  saw  her 
settled  and  started  for  home. 

"They're  a  darling  old  couple,"  Ida  said  on  the  way 
back  to  Gilbert  Plains. 

Harry  agreed  and  caught  Ida's  hand  and  said,  "I 
wonder  what  kind  of  an  old  couple  our  own  young  'un 
will  think  we  are?"  Ida  had  told  him  the  great  news 
only  the  night  before  and  had  been  almost  overwhelmed 
by  his  undiluted  joy. 

"Guess  we  better  stop  in  Dauphin  and  see  Jim  Spears," 
he  suggested.  "That  hospital  bill  took  me  down  the  line 
plenty.  I  hope  the  wheat  market  has  been  kind  to  us." 

The  wheat  market  had  been  kind.  Jim  Spears  had 
almost  unbelievable  news.  As  Harry  took  the  profits  he 
whistled  and  said,  "Holy  Mackerel!  I  didn't  know  there 
was  so  much  money  in  the  whole  world." 

Ida  asked,  "Are  you  going  to  have  him  invest  any 
more?" 

"Bet  your  damn  right,  I  am,"  Harry  replied  and 
handed  half  of  it  back  to  Jim.  "Now,  even  if  we  lose 
I'll  still  be  ahead." 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hendrixson  were  quite  thrilled  when 
they  heard  that  they  were  going  to  have  a  grandchild. 

"That  railroad  will  have  to  go  past  your  place  now, 
for  sure,"  Mr.  Hendrixson  chuckled.  "We  can't  get  down 
there  with  a  car  in  mid-winter,  and  one  thing  sure,  we'll 
have  to  go  often  to  see  our  grandson." 


GHOST   LIGHT  137 

Ida  thought,  "I  hopt  it  is  a  son." 

When  they  arrived  home  they  were  surprised  to  find 
the  house  warm  and  inviting. 

"I  wonder  who  in  hell  has  been  keeping  the  fire  going?" 
Harry  asked.  As  he  spoke  Alice  Bulyko  came  in  from  the 
barn.  Ida  pulled  a  chair  up  to  the  stove,  put  her  feet  in 
the  oven,  then  smiled  at  the  girl. 

"So,  you're  the  one  who's  been  taking  care  of  the 
stock,"  she  said.  "You  are  kind.  I  could  drink  up  every 
bit  of  this  heat.  I  wonder  what  the  thermometer  says  today." 

"Forty-five  degrees  below  zero,"  Alice  replied.  "AJnd 
don't  thank  me,  please.  It's  been  fun  coming  over  here 
every  day.  Father  has  been  so  ugly  lately  I  like  to  get 
away  from  home  for  a  while." 

Harry  spoke  up  enthusiastically.  "You're  a  damn  good 
egg,  Alice,  I  wonder  some  of  these  young  bucks  at  Sifton 
don't  fall  for  you." 

"I  don't  want  to  marry  a  Galician,"  Alice  said  simply. 
"They  expect  you  to  have  too  many  babies." 

"By  the  way,"  Harry  asked,  "my  brother  didn't  by  any 
chance  tell  you  where  he  was  going?" 

"Yes,  he  did.  He  said  he  was  going  after  John 
Fietarobitz." 

"God  Almighty!   He'll  kill  him  sure." 

"I  don't  think  he  will,"  Alice  said.  "He  told  me  he 
was  going  to  bring  him  back  to  Merry." 

Harry  almost  strangled  at  that.  "Good  lord!  Is  he 
daft?  If  he  brings  that  so-and-so  around  here,  I'll  have  to 
kill  him  myself!" 

Ida  said  quietly,  "You  can't  do  that,  Harry.  I  will 
not  have  a  murderer  for  my  child's  father." 

Harry  spoke  sharply  to  her  for  the  first  time  since  they 
were  married.  "Ida,  if  Merry  had  died,  I'd  have  held  John 
Fietarobitz  responsible.  He's  put  her  through  hell  on 
earth.  If  he  shows  his  face  around  here,  I'll  handle  things 
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in  my  own  way,  and  I'll  thank  you  to  keep  your  nose 
out  of  this!" 

Ida  was  hurt  and  tears  came  into  her  eyes. 

"I'm  sorry,"  Harry  said,  in  quick  contrition,  "but 
Merry  is  like  our  own  flesh  and  blood.  You  wait  till  you 
know  her  better." 

"I  love  her  already,  but  I  think  John  must  have  cared 
for  her,  too,"  Ida  said,  wiping  her  eyes. 

Alice  Bulyko  realized  that  she  was  listening  to  some- 
thing that  was  none  of  her  business  and  slipped  quietly 
out  through  the  door. 

"If  he'd  cared  anything  about  her  at  all,"  Harry 
exclaimed,  "why  in  hell  did  he  run  away  like  a  damned 
skunk?" 

"Let's  not  quarrel,"  Ida  replied.  "I  can't  understand 
it  either,  but  there  must  be  some  explanation." 

As  she  stirred  flour  and  milk  together  she  thought, 
of  her  husband,  "He  has  so  much!  Everything  he  touches 
turns  to  gold.  I  wonder  why  he  didn't  marry  a  pretty  girl." 

She  voiced  her  thoughts.  "Harry,  with  a  pretty  girl 
like  Alice  Bulyko  around,  why  did  you  marry  me?" 

He  replied,  "Well,  in  the  first  place,  she's  a  bohunk, 
and  in  the  second  place,  I  didn't  love  her." 

"You  didn't  love  me  either." 

"No,  but  I  do  now."  He  pulled  her  down  on  his  lap 
and  kissed  her  tenderly. 

The  pancake  batter  spilled  on  the  table  and  ran  to  the 
floor,  but  Ida  didn't  care.  She  closed  her  eyes  and  thought, 
"This  is  the  happiest  day  of  my  life.  He's  never  said 
that  before." 
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CHAPTER  XXII. 


Gerald  Mattson  hurried  the  livery  team  as  fast  as  he 
could  over  the  wintry  roads.  He  didn't  know  exactly  what 
time  the  train  left  for  the  west  but  he  did  not  want  to 
spend  the  night  in  town  if  he  could  help  it. 

His  thoughts  were  varied.  What  a  fool  he  had  been 
to  think  that  he  could  have  found  happiness  with  Merry, 
even  if  she  would  have  had  him.  Sooner  or  later  his 
conscience  would  have  tormented  him.  He  resolved  that 
when  he  came  back  he'd  see  more  of  Alice  Bulyko.  Even 
if  she  was  a  Galician,  who  was  he  to  hold  that  against 
her?  He  was  a  liar  and  a  thief — he,  who  had  always 
despised  people  who  had  these  characteristics.  Well,  he'd 
atone  for  his  sins,  if  such  a  thing  were  possible.  Mr. 
Laurier  had  shown  him  the  way.  He'd  like  to  be  as  good 
a  man  as  the  minister. 

At  the  depot  he  learned  that  the  train  would  not  leave 
for  two  hours.  "That  will  give  me  a  little  more  time,"  he 
thought.  "Guess  I'll  go  to  the  bank  and  get  some  more 
money.  After  all,  I  have  no  idea  how  long  I'll  be  gone." 

At  the  bank  the  manager  said,  "We  have  a  little 
property  for  sale  cheap,  out  your  way.  It's  up  for  taxes. 
Thought  you  might  be  interested  in  buying  it." 

"Where  is  it?"  Gerald  asked,  not  really  interested. 

"Section  thirty-six,"  the  man  replied.  "A  whole  section 
of  land  for  two  hundred  and  fifty  dollars!" 

Section  thirty-six.  Why,  that  was  the  ghost  light 
property!  That  was  where  they  had  found  Merry!  "J 
wouldn't  mind  buying  it,"  he  said,  "but  it's  mostly  swamp. 
I  think  two  fifty  is  too  much  for  it." 
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"All  right,  then,  if  you  want  it,  we'll  make  it  two 
hundred  dollars,  even.  You  could  make  enough  off  of  it 
to  pay  for  it  in  a  year.  There's  plenty  of  cedar  in  that 
swamp  and  you  can  get  good  money  for  cedar." 

"All  right,"  Gerald  answered.  "If  we  can  close  the 
deal  right  away,  I'll  take  it.  I  have  to  catch  the  next 
train  west." 

"Sold!"  said  the  bank  manager,  "and  believe  me,  you 
have  a  bargain." 

Gerald  thought,  "Harry  can  build  all  the  grain  elevators 
he  wants.  I'll  build  a  church  with  my  money.  A  church 
on  the  ghost  light  property!" 

He  liked  the  idea.  He'd  crack  that  old  superstition 
that  the  light  always  led  to  doom.  Now  it  would  be  a 
"light  shining  in  the  wilderness",  leading  weary  souls  to 
understanding.  This  would  be  his  atonement.  He'd  start 
it  as  soon  as  the  frost  was  out  of  the  ground  in  the  spring. 

He  hurried  to  the  depot  as  soon  as  the  deal  was  closed 
and  bought  a  ticket  for  the  Pas.  As  he  rode  along  he 
wished  the  train  would  go  faster.  Every  minute  seemed 
like  an  hour.  He  was  sure  that  when  he  reached  the  Pas 
he  would  have  no  trouble  finding  John. 

He  made  inquiries  at  the  hotel  and  found  that  there 
had  been  a  man  there  who  answered  the  description  he 
gave.  He  had  stayed  there  overnight.  No,  they  had  no 
idea  where  he  could  be  found.  There  were  many  people 
trapping  thereabouts.  He  might  be  anywhere  between  the 
Pas  and  the  North  Pole. 

All  this  failed  to  discourage  Gerald,  however.  He  had 
come  to  find  John  and  he  did  not  intend  to  go  back  with- 
out him.  He  decided  to  ask  in  one  of  the  stores. 

"I'm  sure  I  cannot  help  you  much,"  the  man  who  ran 
the  grocery  store  told  him. 

"Well,  what  would  you  do  if  you  were  trying  to  find 
someone?"  Gerald  asked  in  perplexity. 
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"I  don't  know.  I  guess  I'd  get  me  some  dogs  and 
provisions  and  just  start  going.  They  have  good  dogs 
down  to  Hiram  Atwood's." 

At  Hiram  Atwood's,  he  inquired  again.  Yes,  a  man 
answering  John's  description  had  been  there  early  in  the 
fall.  Had  another  chap  with  him.  No,  he  didn't  know 
where  they  had  gone.  He  had  questioned  them,  but  they 
had  had  very  little  to  say. 

Gerald  bought  the  dogs.  If  he  followed  every  toboggan 
trail  out  of  the  Pas,  John  was  sure  to  be  at  the  end  of 
one  of  them. 

The  days  however  passed  into  weeks.  Chrismas  came 
and  went.  Gerald's  beard  grew  long  and  he  let  it  alone 
for  the  added  warmth  it  gave  him.  As  the  days  flew  by 
the  weather  grew  colder.  The  sleeping  bag  he  had  bought 
was  not  warm  enough.  He  would  waken  in  the  morning 
chilled  to  the  bone.  His  provisions  became  low,  and  once 
he  developed  a  severe  cold. 

"It's  God's  punishment  on  me,"  he  told  himself,  and 
more  determined  than  ever,  made  his  way  back  to  the 
Pas  for  more  provisions. 

At  the  hotel  the  manager  said,  "The  man  you  were 
inquiring  about  was  in  here  for  Christmas." 

"Did  you  tell  him  I  was  looking  for  him?"  Gerald 
asked  eagerly. 

"I  should  say  not!  I  didn't  let  on  that  I  knew  who 
he  was!" 

"Why  didn't  you?" 

"Because,  I  thought  you  might  be  the  law.  A  lot  of 
men  hide  out  here,  you  know.  We  don't  make  a  point  of 
giving  our  guests'  secrets  away." 

"Well,  I  might  as  well  tell  you  right  here  and  now, 
I'm  not  the  law,"  Gerald  said  in  deep  exasperation.  "It's 
very  important  that  I  find  him.  It  means  a  lot  to  him  and 
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if  he  comes  in  again  you  tell  him  that  Gerald  Mattson 
said  for  him  to  go  home  at  once." 

"Did  he  say  when  he'd  be  back?"  Gerald  asked. 

"Yes,  I  can  tell  you  that  much.  He  said  he  would  not 
be  back  again  until  spring." 

Gerald  groaned.  "Well,  if  he  had  to  hunt  until  spring 
he  would  do  it.  He'd  have  to  have  a  warmer  sleeping  bag 
though  and  next  time  he  started  out  he'd  take  more 
provisions. 

Three  days  later,  feeling  much  better,  he  started  out 
again. 

He  met  several  Indians  and  few  white  men  but  none 
seemed  to  be  able  to  give  him  any  clues.  One  man  asked 
him  if  he  had  any  idea  whatever  of  the  vast  area  the  north- 
west territory  covered.  "Keep  on  going  and  the  Lord 
knows  where  you'll  end  up." 

"I  know,"  Gerald  said  stubbornly,  "but  I've  simply  got 
to  go  on." 

The  winter  dragged  on.  Some  days  the  blizzards  would 
be  so  bad  that  he  would  be  forced  to  find  shelter  for  him- 
self and  the  dogs,  but  still  he  went  blindly  on. 

At  times  he  doubted  his  God.  Surely,  He  could  help 
him  if  He  would.  His  prayers  seemed  to  be  of  no  avail. 
Surely  He  wasn't  going  to  punish  him  a  whole  lifetime 
for  one  sin!  "No,"  he  argued  with  himself,  "if  I  do  the 
right  thing  He'll  answer  my  prayers." 

Finally  one  day  he  met  an  Indian  and  asked  him  if 
he  had  seen  John.  The  Indian  couldn't  be  sure.  He  had 
seen  a  man  at  the  Pas  who  answered  that  description.  He 
had  advised  him  to  go  to  Lake  Ni  Ki.  "It  was  early  in 
the  fall,  though,"  he  said.  "He  was  with  another  man. 
So  far  as  I  know  that's  where  they  went." 

The  next  morning  Gerald  started  back  over  his  trail. 
It  was  a  full  two  weeks  before  he  found  what  appeared 
to  be  Lake  Ni  Ki." 
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Was  that  smoke  he  could  see,  over  on  the  opposite 
side?  He  looked  more  closely.  Yes,  it  was  smoke.  As 
he  approached  the  shore  he  saw  a  small  hut  and  decided 
that  it  must  be  the  place. 

He  tied  the  dogs  and  started  up  the  slight  incline.  A 
comely  squaw  who  seemed  to  be  half  white,  opened  the 
door.  She  looked  at  Gerald  with  hostile,  dark  eyes.  "No," 
she  said,  when  he  had  stated  his  errand,  "No  one  here 
by  that  name!" 

She  had  probably  been  told  that  the  law  might  appear 
at  any  time  and  she  was  not  to  give  information  to  anyone 
or  let  anyone  in. 

"Will  you  let  me  come  in  and  get  warm?"  Gerald 
asked  hopefully. 

"No,"  the  girl  said.   "No." 

Gerald  thought,  "She's  too  emphatic,  she's  hiding 
something.  Can  it  be  possible  that  John  has  married  a 
squaw?  I'm  going  in  anyway." 

He  started  to  step  over  the  threshold  but  the  girl 
reached  quickly  for  a  shot  gun. 

"I  said  no,  and  I  mean  no,"  she  said  angrily. 

"I  guess  you  do,"  Gerald  sighed  and  turned  away. 

He  was  sure,  however,  that  this  was  the  house.  He'd 
just  have  to  wait  around  and  sooner  or  later  John  might 
show  up.  "I  wonder  who  that  wench  was?"  he  thought. 
"If  John's  living  here  with  a  woman,  I'm  afraid  I'll  forget 
my  religion.  I  could  forgive  him  anything  else  but  that!" 

Forgive  him,  he  thought  regretfully.  "After  all  what 
have  I  to  forgive  him?  It's  up  to  him  to  forgive  me." 

He  looked  across  the  lake.  Two  men  were  coming 
toward  him.  "Praise  the  Lord,"  he  said  fervently.  "My 
search  is  ended.  It's  John!" 

When  they  got  a  little  closer  Gerald  called,  "John 
Fietarobitz.  It's  me — Gerald  Mattson." 

An    expression    of    amazement    spread    over   John's 
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features  and  he  began  to  run.    "Why,  Gerald!"  he  cried 
as  he  drew  close.  "Is  it  really  you?  Why  have  you  come?" 

"It  will  take  a  long  time  to  tell  you,  John,"  Gerald 
answered  as  they  clasped  hands. 

"Let's  go  inside,"  Gerald  begged.  "I  have  so  much  to 
tell  you  and  I'm  almost  frozen.  That  girl  wouldn't  let 
me  in." 

"That  girl  is  Ralph's  wife,"  John  explained.  "She 
probably  thought  you  were  the  law.  By  the  way,  this  is 
my  friend  Ralph  Gourd." 

"Glad  to  know  you,"  Gerald  assured  him,  his  mind  at 
rest  now  about  the  girl.  "Let's  go  indoors  and  get  better 
acquainted." 

Once  inside  and  warm,  Gerald  started  to  tell  his  tale. 

"Merry  was  ill  when  I  left,"  Gerald  began,  "but  the 
doctor  said  she  was  going  to  be  all  right." 

"When  did  you  leave  home?"  John  asked. 

"Before  Christmas." 

"Before  Christmas!  Where  have  you  been  all  this  time, 
then?  Spring  is  just  around  the  corner." 

"I've  been  hunting  for  you,"  Gerald  admitted.  "Sleep- 
ing in  a  bag,  eating  out  of  cans  and  filling  up  on  beans 
and  game." 

"You've  been  all  through  that  for  me?"  John  marvelled. 
"I  always  thought  you  didn't  like  me." 

"I  didn't  like  you,  but  Merry  is  eating  her  heart  out 
for  a  sight  of  you." 

"I  wrote  her  and  told  her  I'd  be  back  as  soon  a£  I 
earned  enough  money  to  have  a  fair  trial.  But  I've  never 
heard  a  word  from  her,  though  I  made  two  trips  back 
to  the  Pas." 

Gerald  hung  his  head.  "I  know  you  did,  but  I  destroyed 
your  letters." 

"You  tore  up  my  letters  to  Merry!  Why  on  earth 
did  you  do  that?" 
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"Because  I  loved  Merry  myself,"  Gerald  said,  deter- 
mined to  make  a  clean  breast  of  it.  "I  don't  know  when 
I  started  to  feel  that  way  about  her,  but  I  did."  He  drew 
a  deep  breath,  then  went  on.  "What's  more,  you  didn't 
kill  Burrell  Chick!" 

"I — didn't — kill — Burrell  Chick!  What  do  you  mean?" 

"Just  what  I  say.  You  merely  knocked  him  out.  I 
knew  he  wasn't  dead  when  you  left.  You  were  too  full 
of  brew  to  realize  it." 

John's  face  went  livid  with  rage  and  he  leaped  furiously 
toward  Gerald,  but  Ralph  pulled  him  back.  "Do  I  always 
have  to  be  stopping  you  from  doing  something  rash?" 
he  demanded.  "It  was  just  such  an  act  of  foolishnes  that 
brought  you  here  in  the  first  place.  Can't  you  realize 
what  this  man  has  gone  through  to  come  here  and  tell 
you  this?" 

John  finally  calmed  down  and  said  sullenly,  "I  guess 
you're  right,  Ralph.  I  just  couldn't  think  for  a  moment." 

"I  don't  blame  you  for  hating  me,"  Gerald  said.  "But 
I'm  tired — so  tired  that  I  can't  talk  much  more.  I  must 
tell  you  this,  though.  Harry  thinks  that  you  ran  away  on 
account  of  Merry's  condition." 

"Condition?  What  do  you  mean?" 

"She  was  going  to  have  a  baby.  Now  do  you  mind  if 
I  lie  down?" 

John  sat  down  abruptly  and  buried  his  head  in  his 
hands.  Why  hadn't  he  thought  of  such  a  thing?  He  was 
a  fool,  such  a  fool!  But  he'd  make  it  all  up  to  her  when 
he  got  home.  She  was  sick.  She  must  have  lost  the  baby. 
He  wondered  if  she'd  ever  feel  the  same  towards  him 
again.  But  he  wasn't  a  murderer!  That  at  least  was  some- 
thing to  be  thankful  for ! 
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CHAPTER  XXIII. 


Merry  found  herself  very  much  at  home  at  the  Chick's. 
She  thoroughly  enjoyed  the  motherly  attentions  of  Mrs. 
Chick  and  was  soon  able  to  help  a  little  around  the  house. 
Mr.  Chick  was  a  jovial  little  man,  inclined  to  tease  a  bit. 
"You  know,  my  boy  hasn't  finished  medical  school,  Miss 
Merry,"  he  would  say,  with  a  twinkle  in  his  eye.  "We 
have  great  hopes  for  him.  Don't  you  be  putting  any  strings 
on  him!" 

Merry  would  smile  and  blush,  surprised  that  she  was 
still  able  to  do  it. 

As  Easter  drew  near  she  began  to  look  forward  to 
going  home.  She  said  to  Burrell  one  evening  as  they  sat 
alone  in  front  of  the  fire  place.  "It's  going  to  be  wonder- 
ful to  be  home  again." 

A  shadow  crossed  his  face.  "I  was  just  thinking  how 
nice  it  is  to  have  you  here  with  me  like  this.  Haven't 
you  enjoyed  it  here,  Merry?" 

She  turned  eagerly  to  reassure  him.  "Oh,  yes,  indeed. 
You  all  have  been  so  good  to  me  and  I'm  so  grateful, 
Burrell." 

He  came  across  to  her,  drew  her  to  her  feet  and  stood 
looking  down  at  her,  holding  her  hands.  "Don't  you  love 
me  a  little,  Merry?" 

She  thought,  "He  has  been  so  kind,  and  he  is  so 
good.  I'm  so  lonely.  I'm  not  needed  at  home  any  more. 
I've  made  a  mess  of  my  life  and  don't  ever  want  to  go 
back  to  school.  I  can  just  lay  all  my  troubles  on  his 
shoulders  and  he'll  take  care  of  them  somehow." 
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That  was  selfish,  but  there  was  such  relief  in  the 
thought.  Burrell  said  quietly,  "I'd  be  the  happiest  man  in 
the  world,  Merry,  if  you'd  just  say  it.  I'd  write  off  those 
exams  and  go  sailing  through  with  flying  colors.  I  want  to 
marry  you,  dear.  Say  you'll  have  me." 

She  reflected  that  he  knew  all  about  the  terrible  thing 
that  had  happened  to  her.  Still  his  love  held  fast.  There 
were  not  many  men  like  Burrell  Chick! 

She  smiled  a  little  wanly.  "Who  am  I?  I  don't  even 
know  who  my  parents  are.  I  was  left  in  a  swamp  on  the 
ridge.  If  it  hadn't  been  for  my  brothers,  I  wouldn't 
even  be  here." 

"I  know  all  that,  my  dear,"  he  answered,  "and  I'm 
eternally  grateful  to  them  for  saving  you — for  me,  I  hope. 
I  don't  care  who  your  people  were.  What  does  that 
matter?  All  I  know  is,  that  all  the  love  a  man  can  possibly 
have  for  a  woman,  I  have  in  my  heart  for  you." 

Merry  thought  wearily,  "If  I  can  make  him  happy, 
I'll  have  done  at  least  one  decent  thing." 

Quite  simply  she  said,  "I  do  love  you,  Burrell." 

He  caught  her  in  his  arms  hungrily  and  his  lips  met 
hers.  In  that  moment,  Merry  resolved  to  put  John  Fie- 
tarobitz  out  of  her  life  once  and  for  all,  no  matter  what 
happened.  She  held  her  lips  close  to  Burrell's  and  returned 
his  kisses  and  a  feeling  of  indescribable  peace  descended 
upon  her. 

Burrell  could  not  wait  until  the  next  morning  to  tell 
his  parents.  They  were  not  surprised,  were  apprently 
pleased,  but  said  that  they  hoped  they'd  wait  until  he 
was  able  to  support  a  wife. 

Burrell  said  happily,  "Don't  worry.  I'll  support  her. 
I'm  going  to  be  the  best  doctor  in  Winnipeg!" 

Merry  laughed  and  pressed  his  hand.  "Winnipeg? 
You  mean  the  best  in  the  whole  world!" 
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Easter  week  approached,  but  still  it  was  bitterly  cold. 
Burrell  said,  "I  think  you  ought  to  wait  until  summer 
vacation  to  go  home." 

"No,"  she  protested,  "I  couldn't  do  that.  My  brothers 
would  think  I  was  imposing  on  you.  I'm  perfectly  well 
and  I  must  go  home." 

"Well,  if  you  must,  I'll  go  with  you." 

"You  don't  have  to,  Burrell.  I  can  make  it  all  right 
alone." 

"Do  you  think  I'm  going  to  let  you  get  away  without 
me?  I'm  going  right  along.  You  know,"  he  reminded  her, 
"I  have  to  ask  your  brothers  if  they'll  let  me  marry  you. 
Don't  think  they  could  stop  me!  Wild  horses  couldn't 
do  that!  But  it's  the  polite  thing  to  do." 

Easter  morning  Harry  and  Ida  met  them  at  the  train. 
Merry  looked  about  in  surprise  after  the  greetings  had 
been  changed.  "Where's  Gerald?"  she  asked. 

Ida  opened  her  mouth  to  reply,  but  Harry  stepped  on 
her  foot.  "He  has  a  girl  out  west,"  he  lied,  "he's  spending 
Easter  week  with  her."  He  was  determined  that  John 
Fietarobitz'  name  should  not  be  mentioned. 

"A  girl!"  Merry  laughed.  "First  you,  Harry.  Then 
Gerald.  Then  me." 

"What  do  you  mean — you?"  he  demanded. 

"I'm  going  to  marry  Burrell!"  Merry  said  proudly. 

"Well,  I'll  be  darned!"  Harry  ejaculated. 

Ida  spoke  up.  "That  makes  me  glad,  Merry,"  she  said. 
"We're  going  to  like  having  you  in  the  family,  Burrell!" 

Burrell  beamed.  He  liked  Ida  more  every  time  he 
saw  her. 

Harry  seemed  quite  pleased  about  it,  too,  and  pounded 
Burrell  heartily  on  the  back.  He  was  happy  to  see  that 
Merry  looked  quite  contented  as  she  wound  her  arm 
through  Burrell's.  Perhaps  after  all  they'd  been  through, 
life  would  stretch  out  smoothly  now. 
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CHAPTER  XXIV. 


Burrell's  week  on  the  ridge  passed  by  all  too  quickly. 
In  a  couple  of  days  he  would  have  to  go  back  to  Winnipeg. 

The  Galicians  had  an  Easter  party  at  Buffalo  Hall,  near 
Sifton.  Ida  wanted  to  go  and  so  did  Burrell.  Merry  would 
have  liked  to  find  some  excuse,  but  knew  if  she  did  they 
would  all  think  it  strange,  and  she  would  probably  keep 
them  all  at  home. 

Across  the  room  Merry  saw  John's  mother,  but  she 
turned  her  head  away.  Alice  Bulyko  was  there  and  when 
she  saw  Merry  she  called  her  to  one  side.  "Have  you 
heard  from  Gerald?"  she  asked  anxiously. 

"Who,  no,"  Merry  answered,  surprised.  "I  haven't. 
He's  only  been  away  a  short  time." 

"Well,  it  seems  long  to  me,"  Alice  answered  un- 
shamedly.  "He  went  before  Christmas,  you  know." 

Merry's  eyes  widened.  "Harry  fibbed  to  me!"  she 
thought.  Aloud  she  asked  casually,  "Where  did  he  go 
anyway?" 

"Why,  out  west  looking  for  John,  of  course,"  Alice 
replied  in  amazement.  "Don't  tell  me  you  didn't  know." 

"No,"  Merry  answered  dully.   "No  one  told  me." 

"Well,  maybe  I  shouldn't  have  said  anything,"  Alice 
cried.  "Don't  let  on  that  I  did." 

The  day  after  the  dance,  the  kitchen  door  opened  and 
in  walked  Gerald.  Harry  looked  up  in  amazement. 

"Well,  Holy  Mackinaw!  Where  did  you  come  from?" 
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Gerald  laughed,  "Oh,  I  thought  maybe  you'd  like  to 
know  I'm  still  alive,  so  I  decided  to  come  home." 

Ida  ran  forward  to  fix  him  a  bite  to  eat.  "He  looks 
old,"  she  thought,  "older  than  Harry.  This  trip  has  done 
something  to  him!"  She  didn't  dare  to  ask  if  he'd  found 
John  Fietarobitz,  though  she  could  hardly  control  her 
desire  to  know. 

Merry,  hearing  Gerald's  voice,  came  in  and  greeted 
him  warmly.  She  started  to  help  with  his  lunch,  but  Ida 
seemed  to  be  doing  everything  that's  necessary.  "That's 
the  way  it  will  always  be  here  now,"  she  reflected.  "It 
seems  that  it  should  still  be  my  place,  but  it's  really  hers." 
She  felt  a  little  resentful  for  a  moment,  but  liked  Ida 
so  well  that  the  thought  soon  passed.  After  all,  she'd 
soon  have  her  own  home — with  Burrell.  A  pleased  little 
glow  seemed  to  suffuse  her  whole  being  at  the  thought. 

Gerald  said,  "  Come  on,  Merry — help  me  feed  my 
horse." 

Burrell  was  taking  a  nap,  but  Merry  said,  "Burrell  is 
here.  I'll  wake  him  and  he'll  help  you." 

"No,  I  want  you,"  Gerald  said  pointedly.  "I  could 
have  asked  Harry." 

Merry  put  on  her  jacket  and  followed  him  out  to  the 
barn.  Gerald  faced  her.  "I  found  John,"  he  said. 

"Where  is  he,"  Merry  asked,  wondering  why  her  heart 
beat  so  calmly.  This  was  the  moment  she  had  looked 
forward  to,  had  waited  for,  for  months.  And  still  that 
curious  numbness  persisted. 

"I  left  him  at  his  house.  He  wanted  to  come  here, 
but  I  wouldn't  let  him.  I  was  afraid  that  after  what  he 
did  to  you  Harry  might  kill  him.  At  first  I  felt  like  that 
myself." 

"He  didn't  do  anything  to  me,"  Merry  answered.  "You 
can't  blame  anybody  for  what  you're  equally  responsible 
yourself." 
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"He  takes  the  entire  blame." 

"He  doesn't  need  to.  The  only  thing  I  blame  him  for 
is  going  away  and  not  letting  me  know  where  he  was." 

Gerald  swallowed  hard.  "Merry,  listen,  that  was  my 
fault.  I  hated  him  so  and  I  didn't  want  him  to  have  you. 
I  destroyed  all  his  letters  that  came  for  you.  Can  you 
ever  forgive  me?"  He  wanted  to  tell  her  that  he  had  done 
all  this  because  he  loved  her,  but  it  seemed  too  much  like 
loving  a  person  so  much  that  you  killed  them. 

Merry  could  only  stare  at  him  as  the  full  import  of  his 
words  sank  into  her  consciousness.  "You — sent — John 
— away?" 

"Yes.  It' sail  my  fault,  Merry,  that  you've  been  through 
so  much.  If  Harry  wants  to  punish  anyone  it  should  be 
me."  He  told  her  all  about  the  events  of  the  night  of 
the  Gerbinski  wedding. 

Merry  listened,  wondering  still  why  she  could  not  feel 
more  deeply  about  all  this.  This  curious  numbness  was 
not  natural.  Was  it  possible  that  the  reservoir  of  her 
emotions  had  been  drained  dry  in  the  terrible  months 
that  had  just  passed? 

She  ought  to  hate  Gerald.  She  out  to  strike  out  blindly, 
furiously,  to  pay  him  for  this!  But  she  couldn't.  All 
power  to  move  seemed  to  have  left  her. 

She  thought,  "John  is  a  fool!  An  ignorant  fool. 
Burrell  would  never  have  left  her  like  that,  no  matter 
what  had  happened,  no  matter  in  what  danger  he  had 
thought  himself.  Burrell  would  stick  by  her  through  fire 
and  flood;  through  disgrace  and  anguish.  Burrell  would 
not  run  away  like  a  cowed  animal  because  he  was  afraid! 

"John  is  waiting  for  you."  Gerald  was  saying. 

"I  don't  want  to  see  him."  She  had  never  thought 
she  would  say  that  and  mean  it. 

"But  you've  got  to,"  he  insisted.  "He  said  for  you  to 
give  him  the  coyotte  call  when  you  got  in  front  of  his  place." 
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Her  lip  curled.  John  would  always  want  to  meet  her 
on  the  sly.  "I've  promised  to  marry  Burrell  Chick,"  she  said. 

"But  John  has  come  all  the  way  back  to  see  you. 
You've  got  to  see  him  just  once  more  at  least — to  tell 
him  about  Burrell." 

Merry  considered  that.  "All  right,  I'll  see  him  once 
more.  I  guess  I  owe  him  that." 

Gerald  put  the  saddle  on  the  new  horse  that  had  taken 
Dock's  place  and  Merry  started  off  down  the  road. 

Merry  stopped  a  short  distance  from  the  Fietarobitz 
home  and  gave  the  coyotte  call.  John  came  out  through 
the  gate. 

"He  hasn't  changed,"  she  thought.  "It  seems  an 
eternity  but  it  might  have  been  yesterday.  He  looks  exactly 
the  same." 

But  he  wasn't  the  same,  at  least  in  her  sight.  He 
was  a  Galician  boy  and  their  ideas  and  ideals  were  as 
eternally  far  apart  as  the  poles.  In  a  sudden  blinding  flash 
of  illumination,  she  could  see  that.  He  was  all  that  was 
physically  attractive  in  a  man,  but  Merry  knew  in  that 
moment  that  she  had  outgrown  John  Fietarobitz. 

Burrell  had  taught  her  what  sacrifice  and  loyalty  meant. 
And  that  was  love.  What  she  had  felt  for  John  was  mere 
animal  attraction.  It  had  not  partaken  of  any  of  the  deep 
things  of  the  spirit.  She  was  sorry.  She  felt  as  if  some- 
one had  died. 

John  called  her  name  in  a  tone  of  yearning  that  smote 
her  heart.  She  let  him  lift  her  down  from  her  horse,  but 
when  he  would  have  held  her  in  his  arms  she  drew  away. 

One  of  the  hardest  things  Merry  had  ever  had  to  do  in 
her  life  was  to  make  John  understand  that  she  no  longer 
loved  him.  The  fact  that  she,  herself,  had  only  just  fully 
realized  it,  made  it  doubly  difficult.  But  at  last  all  his 
protests  were  stilled  and  a  hard,  despairing  look  settled 
about  his  eyes  and  mouth. 
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"You  never  loved  me,"  he  said  bitterly,  "or  you 
wouldn't  feel  like  this  now." 

She  was  sorry  for  him.  He  had  been  through  a  lot  too, 
but  that  was  life.  If  he'd  only  waited,  it  all  needn't  have 
happened.  They'd  have  been  married  by  now  because  of 
the  baby.  And  she'd  never  have  known  what  real  love 
meant.  All  her  life  she  would  have  had  to  be  satisfied 
with  a  substitute.  John  had  simply  failed  her,  and  neither 
of  them  could  help  it. 

A  little  later  she  rode  back  to  the  ridge.  John  said  he 
was  going  back  to  the  northwest.  He'd  find  someone  to 
share  his  life  and  be  happy.  Merry  was  going  to  believe 
that  very  hard.  She'd  was  going  to  be  happy  too.  She 
was  glad  that  she  had  seen  John,  for  now  she  was  free 
from  this  time  forward. 

As  she  rode  into  the  yard  she  saw  Burrell  standing  on 
the  porch,  and  her  heart  thrilled  at  the  sight  of  that  sturdy, 
dependable  figure.  He  came  on  to  the  barn,  and  when  she 
was  ready  to  dismount,  he  was  beside  her  to  help  her  down. 

He  looked  tired  and  anxious  and  discouraged.  He 
knew  she  had  been  with  John,  and  she  could  tell  that  his 
heart  was  filled  with  fear.  She  knew  that  she  alone  could 
call  back  the  look  of  courage  and  delight  to  his  eyes. 

She  smiled  as  his  arms  received  her,  and  to  his  surprise 
rested  contentedly  for  a  moment  in  their  circle.  She  could 
feel  his  heart  against  her  cheek  and  knew  that  every  beat 
of  it  was  for  her  happiness. 

After  a  moment  she  drew  back  and  looked  up  at  him. 
"John's  back,"  she  said.  "I've  been  with  him." 

She  saw  the  look  of  white  fear  deepen  on  his  face  and 
hastened  to  add,  "I  told  him  about — us." 

He  looked  at  her  closely.  "Merry,"  he  said,  suddenly 
stern.  "I  won't  have  you  like  that!  I  won't  let  you  marry 
me — still  loving  John  Fietarobitz !  Neither  of  us  could  be 
happy — that  way." 
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She  never  took  her  eyes  from  his  and  he  couldn't  doubt 
her  sincerity.  "You've  got  to  believe  me,  Burrell.  Quite 
suddenly  I  found  that  John  is  nothing  in  my  life.  But  you 
— oh,  my  dear,  you've  taught  me  what  love  really  means. 
There  was  only  one  reason  why  I  sent  John  away,  Burrell. 
Because  I  love  you." 

With  a  cry  of  longing  that  had  never  been  satisfied 
until  this  moment,  he  caught  her  close  in  his  arms  and  in 
their  haven  Merry  knew  she  had  found  release  from  all 
her  fears  and  troubles. 


Gerald  carried  out  his  plan  to  build  a  church  on  the 
ghost  light  property  and  late  that  summer  a  beautiful  little 
Gothic  chapel  stood  where  the  light  had  always  flashed 
its  warning. 

When  the  swamp  had  been  drained,  many  people 
thought  the  light  would  be  destroyed,  but  strangely  enough 
it  continued  to  shine  when  weather  conditions  were  right 
for  it.  And  on  many  nights  the  strange  effulgence  sur- 
rounded the  chapel  and  seemed  to  come  straight  from  the 
inside  of  it.  So  that  it  became  quite  famous  and  people 
came  from  far  and  near  to  see  it.  They  called  it  the 
"Church  of  the  Shining  Light." 

Gerald  and  Alice  Bulyko  were  married  there  as  soon 
as  it  was  finished  and  even  the  radiance  of  the  ghost  light 
was  dimmed  by  the  light  on  the  little  bride's  face. 

And  before  the  snows  came  again  Merry  and  Burrell 
Chick  stood  at  the  chancel  to  plight  the  vows  that  made 
them  man  and  wife;  and  if  in  her  heart  a  feeling  of  sad- 
ness lingered  because  of  a  Galician  boy  far  in  the  northland 
was  still  thinking  of  her,  Merry  soon  forgot  that  as  she 
looked  into  the  shining  happiness  of  her  husband's  face. 

THE     END 
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